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EPISTLE 
Tothe Right Honourable Charles LordHAi/iF AX. 

^TPO you» my Lord,itiyMufe hcrtributepays 

-*■ Of various vcrfe, ih various rude effays; 
To you, (he firfttiddrersM her early voice. 
By inclination led, «nd'fec*d by choice; 
To you, on whofe indulgence flie depends. 
Her few collected lays 4henow commends- 

By <lo one meafuite bounds her numbers range, 
And, uiireiblv*d in dhoiee, delight in change ; ^ 
Herfbngsto nodiftinguiih'dfsnreafpire. 
For, now, fhetriesthe reed, anon, attemptsthelyre; 
In highPiUliafliK'file no birthright claims. 
Nor drinks de^dHraghts df Heliconian ftreamv; 
Yet near the fecred mount fhe loves to rore, 
Vifits the Springs, And hovers roundthe grove. 
SbekiiOWi v^hit daftgenwait too bold a flight, 
Aad fears to fall £ix>m an Icariaa height; 
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4 CONGREVE»S. POEMS, 

Yet, (he admires the wing that fafely foars, 

At diftance follows, and its track adores. 

Shelcnows what room, what force, the fv^'an requires, 

Whofe towering head above the clouds afpires, 

And knows as well, it is your Ipweft praife, 

Such heights to reach with equal ftrength and cafe. 

O had your genius been toieifure born. 
And not more bound to aid us, than adorn ! 
Albion in verfe with ancient Greece had vy'd, 
And gain'd alone a Fame, which, there, feven ftates divide. 
But fuch, ev*n fuch renown, too de^r had ooft. 
Had we -the patriot in the poet loft. 
A .true poetic ftate we had deplor'd, 
Had not your miniftry our coin reftor'd. 

But ftill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands foremoft in the faireft lift of Fame, 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your- other praife, 
I^or flight the trophies which the Mufes raife. 
How oft,, a patriot's beft-laid fchendes we Bnd 
By Party crofs'd, or Eaftion undermined ! 
If he fucceed, he undergoes this lot, 
The good receiv'd, the giver is fovgot. 
But honours which from verfe their fource derive,, 
Shall both furmount Detradbion, and furvive : * 
And Poets have unqueftion*d right to claim } 
If not the ^eateft, the moft lafting name. 

W. .CONOR EVE, 
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THE 

MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 

A PASTORAL^. 

X^meBting the Death of 
Q^UEEN MARY. 

** Infandum, regina, Jtibes renovare dolorem." VlRG> 



ALEXIS, MENALCAS, 
MENALCAS. 

"D EH OLD, Alexis, fee this gloomy fhade, 
•*^ Which feems alone for forrow's (helter made? 
Where, no glad Seams of light can ever play, 
But night facceeding night excludes the day; 
Where never birds wilh harmony repair, 
And lightfome note9, to cheer the dulky air. 
To welcome day, or bid the Sun farewell, 
By moriftng lark, or evening Philomel. 

No violet here^ nor daify, e'ier was feen j 
No fweetly-budding flower, nor fpringing green ? 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blufhing toCc, 
Here, baleful eugh with deadly cyprefs grows. 
Here then, extended on this wither'd mofs, 
Wi *U lie, and thou Ihalt fing of Albion's lofs, 

B 3 Of 



6 CONGRIVE'S POEMS. 

Of Albion's lofs, and of Paftora's death, 

Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful breath* 

ALEXIS. 

Ah viipQ, too great I Ah th^me which far exoeecb 
The lowly lays of humble ihephercfs reeds ! 

O could I. fing fn rerfe of oqual drain 
With the Scicilian batrd, or Mantuan fwain ; 
Or melting words and moving numbers chuie. 
Sweet as the Britifli Colin's mourning Mufe; 
Coald I, like him, in tuneful grief excel. 
And mourn like Stella for her Aftrofel ; 
Then might I raife my voice (fecure of (kill) 
And with melodious %y«c tlic vftlleys^ fill j 
The lifteniivg Echo on my fgng fliQuld wait> 
And hollow rocks Paftora's name repeat ; 
Each whiilling wind and murmuring iVeam lliould tell 
How lov'd iht iiv'd, and how lamented fell. 

M £ N A L C A S. 

Wert thou with every bay and laurel erown'd, 
And high as Pan himfelf in fong renown'Uy 
Yet would not all thy art avail, to (how 
Verfe worthy of her name, or of our w^e : 
But fuch true pafiion in thy face appears. 
In thy pale lips, thick Aghs, ao4 gufhing tears^ 
Such tender forrow in thy heart I read, 
As ihall fupply all (kill, if not exceed. 
Then Leave this common form of dumb difbrcfsy 
Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefs ; 
In fweet complaining notes thy palfion vent. 
And not in fighs, but words expUioin^figlis, lament. 

ALEXIA. 



THE »«dURNtN€^^ MUSE OF ALEX!S. V 

ALEXIS. 
Wild be my words, Menalcas, wild my thought^ 
Artlefs as nature's notes, in birds untaught ; 
Boundlefs my verfe, and roving be my ftrains. 
Various as flowers on unfrequented plains. 
And thou, Thalia, dailing of my breaft, 
By whom infpir'd, I fung at Comus' feail ; 
While in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have (at and fmii'd to hear my chearful (bng : 
Begone, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays. 
My pipe, no longer now thy power (Acys ; 
Learn to lament, my Mufe, to weep, and mouxH, 
Thy fpdnging laurels all to cyprefs turn ; 
Wound with thy difmal cries the tender air. 
And beat thy fnowy breaft, and rend thy yellow hair ; 
Far hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling chufe. 
Begone, Thalia; forrow is my Mule. 

I mourn Paftora dead j let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
No more, thefe woods (hall with her fight be bleH/d, • 
Nor with her fieet thcic flowery plains be prefs'd j 
No more the winds fliall with her trefles play. 
And from her balmy breath (^eal fwccts away j 
No more thefe rivers chcarfully fliall pafs, 
Pl(^s*d to reflcft the beauties of her face ; 
While on their banks the wondering flocks have ftood, 
Greedy of fight, and rcgligcnt of food. 

No more the nymphs lliall with foft tale-J dctight 
Ilcr cars, no more with ilnnccs plcafu her flight : 

V B 4 Nor 



t C O N G R E V E'S .? O EM^ S^ 

Nor ever more fliall fwain make fong of mirth. 
To hlefs the joyous day that gave h^r birth ; 
Lofl is that day, which had from her its light; 
For ever loft with her, in endlefs night ; 
In endlefs night and arms of death fiie lies, . 
Deatli in eternal (hades has ihut Faftora's eye?. 

Lament, ye nymphs-; and mourn, ye wretched fwkkis^ 
Stray, all ye flocks ; and deiert be, ye plains } 
Sigh, all ye winds; and weep, ye cryftal floods; 
Fade, all ye flowers } and wither, all ye woods. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And iable clouds her chalky clififs adorn. 

Within a difmal grot, which damps funround,. 
All cold flie lies upon tli' umvholfome ground ; 
ThA marble weeps, and with a filent pace 
Its trickling tears diftil upon her face. 
Falfcly ye weep, ye rocks, and falfely mourn ! 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a fcign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents, . 
And like the crocodile its pre^ laments. 

O fhe was heavenly £air, in face and mind I 
Never in nature were fuch beauties joined : 
Without, . all ihining, and within, all white ; 
Pure to the fenfe, and pleaiing to the fight ; 
Like fome rare flower, whofe leaves all colours yields 
And opening is with fwectcft odours fiU'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertopthe lowly reed. 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed ^ 
To which excelling height, flie bore a mind 
Jiumble, as ofiers bending to the wind. 

Thus 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS 

Thus excellent^ flie was 

Ah wTetched fat€ J (he vvas> but is no more. 
Help me, ye hills and valleys, to deplore. - 

I mourn Faftora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
From that bleft earth, on which her body lies. 
May blooming fiowers with fragrant ^'eets arife : 
Let M)rrrha weeping aromatic gum. 
And ever-living laurel, (hade her tomb. 
Thither let all th* induftrious bees repair, 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there : 
Thither let Fairies with their train refort, 
Negle£t their revels and their midnight fport. 
There in unufual waitings waftc the night. 
And watch her,^ by the fiery glow-worm's light* 
There .may no difmal eugli nor cyprcfs grow. 
Nor holly-hulh, nor bitter elder's bough; 
Let each unlucky bird far build his nc{^, . 
And diftant dens receive each howling beafl ; 
Let wolves be gone,, be ravenjs put to flight. 
With hooting owls, and bats tliat hate the light.. 

But let the fighing doves their forrows bring. 
And nightingales in fwect complainings flng ; 
Let fwans fiom their forfekcn rivers fly, 
And, fickening at her tomb, make hade to die. 
That they may help to fing her elegy. 
Let Echo too, in mimic moan, deplore, 
And cry with me, ** Paftora is no more !" • 
I mourn Fallora dead ; let Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

And 
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And fee the hearens to weep in dew prepare^ 
And heavy mifts obfcure the burdcn'd air ; 
A fudden damp o'er all the plain is fpread. 
Each lily folds its leaves, and hangs its head. 
On every tree the blofibms turn to tears. 
And every bough a weeping moifture bears. 
Their wmgs the feather'd airy people droop. 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces fioop. 

The rocks are cleft, and ncw-deftending rilU 
Furrow the brows of all th' impending hrlls. 
The water-gods to flQods their rivulets turn, 
And each, with ftreaming eyes, fupplies his wanting lira. 

The Fawns forfake the woods, the Nymphs the grove. 
And round the plain in fad diilra6lions rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear. 
And leave on thorns their locks of goldfen hair, 

With their (harp nails, thcmfelves the Satyrs wound. 
And tug their ihaggy beards, and bite with grief Iht 
ground. 

Lo Pan himfclf beneath a blafted oak 
Deje£ted lies, his pipe in pieces broke. 
See Pales weeping too, in wild dcfpatr, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yon fading myrtle, where appears 
Tbe queen of love, all bath*d in flowing tears ; 
Set how (he wrings her hands, and beats licr brcaft. 
And tears her ufetefs girdle from her waift t 
Hear the faa mumiers of her fighing doVes, 
For grief they figh, forj];cifuI of their loves. 

Lo, 



THB MOtmNING MUSK OP ALEXIS, ft 
Lo, Love hiinfelf , with heavy woes opfweft I 
Sec how his forrows fwell his tender breaft ; 
His bow he breaks, and wide his antnvs flings, 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his droc^ing wings ; 
Then, lays his limbs npoa the dying grafs, 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face. 
With tears, which from his folded lids arife, 
And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes. 
All nature mourns ; the floods and rocks deplore. 
And cry with me, ** Paftora is no more !*' 

I mourn Paftora dead; let Albion mourn. 

And (able clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
The rocks can melt, and air in mifts can mourn. 
And floods can weep, and winds to fighs can turn ; 
The birds, hi ftmgs, tineir ibrrows can difclofe. 
And nymphs and Iwains, in words, can tell their woes. 
But, oh ! behold that deep and wild defpair. 
Which neither winds can fbcw, nor floods, nor air. 

Sec the great flicpherd, chief of all the fwains. 
Lord of thcfe woods and wide-extended plains, 
Stretch'd on the ground, and cloie to earth his face^ 
Scalding with teacs th' already-faded grafs ; 
To the cold clay he joins his throbbing breaft. 
No more within Pafiora's arms to reft ! 
No more f For thoie once fbft and circling arms 
Themfclves are clay, and cold are all her charms 
Cold are thole lips, which he no more muft kifs. 
And cold that bofbm, once all downy blifs ; 
On whofe foft pillows, lull'd in fweet delights. 
He us*d, in balmy deep, to lofe the nights. 

.6 Ah! 
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Ah r where is all that Iqv^ and fondnefs fledf 
Ah ! where is all that tendei' fweetn^s laid } 
To duft muft all tliat heaven of beauty come ! \ 

And m\x&, ]?aflora moulder in the tomb !' 
Ah, death ! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
Than wildelt wolves or favage tigers are j ' 
With Iambs- and' (beep their hungers are appcas'dv. 
But ravenous death the fhepherdels has-'fei^'d. 
r mourn Paftoradead; Jet Albion mourn. 
And fable clouds her chalky dif&, adorn. 

*< But fee, Mcnalcas, where a' fuddep lights 
" With wonder ftops my fong, an4 ftrikes my fight V. 
*' And where Failora lies, irfpf cads around, 
** Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground. ; . 
** While from her tomb, beholdi; ^-flaja'efaicertd*' • 
** Of whiteft fir£, whofe flight to heavea extends ! 
** On flaking wings it meunts, and quick as fight 
** Cuts through the yielding air with rays of ligjic;, 
** Till the blue firmament at laft'it gains, 
'' And, fixing there, a glorious flar remains :" 

Fajrefl it fliines of all that light tha ikies^ 
As once on earth were feeaPailora's eyes» 
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TOTHEKING^ 
iGN THE TAKING OF NAMUR, 

>IRR£GULAR. ODE. 

** Praefenti tibi maturos largimur honores : 
** Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatcntes," 

Hor. ad Auguilum. 

1. 

OF 'arms and war my Mufe afpires to fing. 
And ftrikc the lyre upon an untry'd ftring : 
New fire informs my foul, unfclt before ; 
And, on new wings, to heights unknovvm I foar. 
O power unfeen ! by whofe refiftlefs force 
Compeird, I take this flight, direct my couHe : 
For Fancy wild and pathlefs ways will chufe, 
Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues: 
Say, faerednymph, whence this great change proceedsj 
Why fcoms the lowly fwain his oaten reeds, 
Daring aloud to ilrike the founding lyre. 

And fing heroic deeds ; 
N^ledting flames of love, for martial fire ? 
II. 
WilliajHy alone, my feeble voice' can ratfe.; 
What voice. £o weak, that cannot fmg his praife ! 
The liftening world each whifper will befriend 
That breathes his name, and every ear attend. 

Th« 



14 COKGREVE'S POEMS. 
The Covering winds on doway wings Ihall wait around. 
And catch, and waft to foreign lands^ the flying found. 
£T*h I will in ins praife be heard ; 

For by his name my vcrfe fliall be prcferr'd. 

Borne like -a krk upon tltis eagle's wing, 

High as the fpheres, I will his triumph iing; 
High as the head of Fame ; Fame, whofe exalted fize 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted fkies : 

A thoufand talking tongues the monfter bears, 
A thouland waking eyes, and ever-open ears ; 

Hourly fhe ftalks, with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafuring the globe, like time, with coaflant race t 

Yet fball ihe ftay, and bend to WiUiam's^pnufe : 
Of him, her ch&firfandears ihall hear ttiuniphant lays. 
Of hlin her tongue ihall talk, oa him ha eyes ik«ll gace. 
III. 

But io, a change aftoniihing my eyes 1 

And all around, behold new obje^ rife ! 
What forms aretheie I fee ? and whence? 

Beings fubflantial ? or doe»air condeni^ 
Toeiocfae in visionary ihi^ my various thought > 
Are theie by inncy \i rought 1 

Can ftrong ideatdrike fo deep the fenfe ! 

O facred poefy 1 O bouadkfs po\iNar1 
What wondcit ddil tbmtmce, what kiddim Miwlds ex- 
plore 1 

Through feas, earth, ak, and the wide^irding iky, 
What is not foi^ aad £auk by ithy ^lUpiereiitg eye I 
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IV. 

Twas now, when flowery lawns the pfofpe^l ma^Cy 

And flowing brooks beneath a fbreft's iiiade; 

A lowing heifer, lorelkft of the herd, . 

Stood feeding by ; while two fierce bulls prepared 

Their armed heads for fight ; by fate of war, to prove 
The vi^r worthy of the fair-one's love* 
Unthought prefage, of what met next my view ! 

For foon the Ihady fccne withdrew. 
And now, for woods, and fields, and ^ingtng flowers ; 

Behold a town arife, bulwark'd with walls, and lofty 
towers ! 
Two rival armies all the plain o'eripread, 

Each in battalia langM, and fhintng arms anuy'd^ 
With eager eyes beholding both from far 
Namur> die priie and mifh«& of the "vifsir. 

V. 
Now, thtfUof conqueft, and immortal fame. 
Does every chief and fbldier's heart inflame. 
Defenfivc arms the Gallic forces bear, 
While hardy Britons for the ftorm prepafe : 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
Refign'd the rule to Gallia's power. 

Hig^ on a rock the mighty fortreft (lands, 
('otmded by Fate, and wrought by Nftture*s hands* 

A wondrous taflilt is th' Afcent to gaiA> 
Through craggy cliffs, that ftrike the fight with pain. 
And nod itnpettding terrors o*er the plain. 

To thisy what dangers men can -addf by fotce or fl&ill, 
(And ffiat is fanniMi force and wk in HI) 

Are 
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Are join*d ; on every fide, wide -gaping engines wait, 
Teen^ng with fire, and big with certain fate j 
Ready to hurl deftruftion from above. 
In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. 
Thus fearful does the face of adverfe power appear ; 

But Britifh forces are unus*d to fear : 
Though thus oppos'd, they might, if William where not 
there. 

VI. 
But hark, the voice of war ! behold the ftorm. begin ! 
The trumpet's clangor fpeaks in loud alarms. 

Mingling fhrill notes, with dreadful din 
Of cannons buril, and rattling clalh of arms. . 
Clamours from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth re- 
bound» 
Diftinftion in promifcuous noife is drown'd. 
And Echo loft in one continued found. 
Torrents of fire from* brazen mouths are fent, . 
Followed by peals, as if each pole were rent ; 
Such flames the gulf of Tastarus difgorge. 
So vaulted .^na roars from Vulcan's forget 
Such were the peals from thence, fuch tlie vaA blaze that 
broke. 
Reddening with horid gloom the dulky fmoke, 
Whenthe huge Cyclops did with moulding thunder fweat^ 
And mafTive bolts on repcrcuflive anvils beat. 

VII. 
Amidft'this rage, behold, where William flands. 
Undaunted , undifmay'd ! 
With face ferene, dii^enfing dread commands i 

I Whick 
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Which, heard with awe, are with delight cibey*d. 
. A thouiand fiery deaths around him fly j 
And burning balls hifs harmlefs by : 
For ev'ry fire his facred head muft fpare. 
Nor dares the lightning touch the- laurels there. 
VIII. 
No^ many a wounded Briton feels tiiir rage 
Of miffive fires that fefter in each limb, 
. Which dire revenge alone has power t' afTuage ; 
Revenge makes danger dreadlefs (eem. 
And now, with defperate force, and frefh attack, - - 
Through obvious deaths, refiillefs way they make ; 
Raifing h%h piles of earth, and heap on heap they lay» 
Atid then afcend ,* reiembling thus (as far 
' As race of men inferior may) 
The fam*d gigantic war. 
When thofe tall fons of earth did heaven a(pire ; 
(A brave, but impious fire ! } 
Uprooting hills, with moft ilupendous hale. 
To form th^ high aiA dreadful fcale. 
The gods, with horror and amaze, look*d down> 
Beholding, rocks from their firm bafis rent } 
Mountain on mountain thrown, 
With threatening hurl, that ihook th' aetherial firmament ! 
Th' attempt did fear in heaven create ; 
Even Jove defponding fate. 
Till Mars, with all his force colleftcd, ftood. 
• And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood ; 
\Vho, tumbling headlong from th' empyreal ikies, 
O'erwhelm'd thofe hills, by cvhich they thougbtto rife. 
C Mars 
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Mars on the god« did then hi* aid bcftow, 
And no^v in godlike Williim ilontis with equal force be« 
low. 

IX. 
Still thJty proceed, ^vith firm unihaken pace^ 
And hardy breafts opposed to Danger's face, 
Wit^ daring ftet, on fprihging mines they tread 
Of fecret fulphur, in dine amtmfli laid. 
Still they proceed ; though all beneath, the labouring e4rth 

Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth. 
Through this, through more, through all they go. 

Mounting at laft amidft the vanqui(h*d foe. 
See, how they climb, and fcale the fteepy wall! ? 
See, how the Britons rife ? fee the retiring Gauls t 
Now from the fort, behold the yielding flag is fpntA, 
And William's banner on the breach difplay'd, 
X. 
Haik, the triumphant (bouts from every ▼olee I 
The ikies with acclamations ring ! 
Haricy how around, the htlls rejoice. 
And rocks relieved los fing 1 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets join'df 

Heroic harmony prepare. 
And charm to filence every wind, 

And glad the late-tormented air. 
Far is the found of martial mufic fpread. 
Echoing through all the Gallic hoft, 
Whofe numerous troops the dreadful ftorm furVey'd r 
But they, with wonder or with awe difmay'd, 
Unmov'd beheld tlft fortrefs loft. 

WiUiam, 
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William, their numerous troof)s with terror fill'd. 
Such wondrous charms can godlike valour (how ! 
Not the wingM Perfeus, with petrific Ihield 
Of Gorgon' s head, to more amazement charmM his foe» 
Nor, when on ibaring horfe he flew, to aid 
And fave from monger's rage the beauteous maid i 
Or more heroic was the deed ; 
Or (he to furer chains decreed. 
Than wasNamur, till now by William freed. 

XI. 
Deicend, my Mufe, from thy too-daring height, 
De(cend to earth, and ea(e thy wide-flretch*d wing $ 
For weary art thou grown of this unwonted flight. 
And dofl with pain of triumphs (ing. 
More fit for thee, refume thy rural reeds ; 
For war let more harmonious harps be fining t 
' Sing thou of love, and leave great William's deeds 
To him who fung the Boyne ; or him to whom he fungf 
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THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. 

To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 
** Dignum laude virum Mu(a vctat mori." HoR. 

TpVESCEND, celeftial Mufe! thy fon infpire 
•*^ Of thee to fing ; infufe thy holy fire. 
JBelov'd of gods and men, thyfelf difclofe; 
Say, from what fource thy heavenly power arofe. 
Which, from unnumber'd years delivering down 
The deeds of heroes deathlcfs in renown, 
Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown. 
Time and the Mufe fet forth with equal pace j 
At once the rival ftarted to the race; 
And both at once the deftin'd courfe ihallend. 
Or both to all eternity contend. 
One to prcferve what t* other cannot favc. 
And refcue virtue rifing from the grave. 
To thee, O Montague, thcfe ftrains are fung, 
For thee my voice is tun'd, and fpeaking lyre is fining; 
For every grace of every Mufe is thine 
In thee their various fires united fhine, 
Darling of Phoebus and the tuneful Nine ! 
To thee alone I dare my fong commend, "J 

Wbofe nature can forgiviy and power defend , f 

And fbew by turns the fmron and the friend. J 

'. ? Begin* 
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Begin, my Mufe, from Jove derive thy fong. 
Thy fong of right does firft to Jove belong : 
For thou thyfclf art of celeftial feed. 
Nor dare a fire inferior boaft the breed. 
When firft tbe frame of this vaft ball was made. 
And Jove with joy the finiih*d work furvey'dj 
Viciflitude of things, of men and ftates, 
Their rife and fall were deftin*d by the Fates. 
Then Time had firft a name; by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all futurity, 
Within whofc ample bofom fates repofe' 
Cauies of things, and fecret feeds inclo(e. 
Which, ripening there, fhall one day gain a birth. 
And force a paflage through the teeming earth. 
To him they give to rule the fpacious light. 
And bound the yet unparted day and night ; 
To wing the hours that whirl the rolling fphcre. 
To ihiftthe feafons, and condu6^ the year. 
Duration of dominion and of power 
To him prefcribe, and fix each fated hour. 
This mighty rule to Time the Fates ordaiH, * 
But yet to hard conditions bind his reign ; 
For every beauteous birth he brings to light, 
(How good foe'er and grateful in his fight,) 
He muft again to native earth reftore. 
And all his race with iron teeth devour. ^ 

Kor good nor great ftiall 'fcape his hungry maw. 
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid law. 

Not yet the loofen'd earth aloft was ftung. 
Or pois*d aunid the ikies in balance hung ; 
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Nor yet didgoldm firps ijie iuii adorn. 
Or borrowed luftre fUver Cynthia's faora i 
Kor yet had Time conusifikm to bt^o. 
Or fate the many twjfljed "^i^ <o ipia; 
When ^ the heavenly hoilaflei^led came 
To view the world ya reiHng on its frame i 
Eager they prefs, to fee the ilre difinifs, 
A nd roll the globe along the 7^0. abyfs. 

When depp r^olvipg thoughts the god reta}n> 
Which for a fpace fufpepd the j^omis'd fceAe, 
Once more his eyes on Timp intentive look, 
Again infpeft Fate's upivcrial book. 
AbroafltIie'wondix>us volumie he difplays. 
And preff»»t views the deeds of future days. 

A beauteous fcene adorns the focemoit pagey 
Where Nature's bloom pnefcnts the goldea age. 
The gf^ideh leaf to Alvcr ijbon refigns, 
And fair the flieet, but yet more faintly, &iae«. 
Of bafer brafs, the oext demotes the times. 
An impious page d^form'd widi deadly crimes. 
The fourth y<t wears a worfe and browner face^ 
And adds tp gloomy days an iron race. 

He turps the book, and every age reviews, 
Then all the kingly line his eye purfues: 
. The firft of men^ «nd lords of earth de%Q'd, 
Whq under luro Ihoukl govern human-kind* 
Of fytuxe hcroesi therp> the lives he reads. 
In fearch of glory fyent, and godlike deeds ; 
Who en^pires found, and goodly pities buil^. 
And ikvage ffien compel to leeve tb^ fi^i4» , 
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All this h^ faw, and all be iaw supptov'd ; 
When lo ! bu.t thence a narrow fpace remoy.'d. 
And hungry Time has all the fcene defac'd. 
The kings deib-oy'd, and laid the kingdoms waile f 
Together all in common ruins lie. 
And but anon and ey'n the (uinsdie. 
Th' Almighty, inly touch'd, compaflion found^^ 
To fee great adUons In oblivion drown' d ; 
And forward fearch'd the roll, (o find if Fate 
Had no referye to fpar^ the good and great* 
Bright in his view tlie Trojan heroes Ihinc, - 
And llian flru^Vures rai$'d by hands divine i 
But Ilium foon in native duA is laid, 
And all her boafted pile a niin made : 
Nor great ^neas can her f^l withftaudt 
But flies, to fave his gods» to foreign land. 
The Roman race fuccs^d the Iranian ftate* 
And firft, and fecond Caefar, ^Jike greiit. 
Still on to aftcr-jdays bis eye? defcend. 
And rifing herow ftiH the fearch attend. 
Proceeding thus, he mapy empires pafs'd ; 
When fair Britannia fix'd his fi^ht at laft. 

^bove the waves Ihe liftg her filver head, 
And looks a Venus born jErom Ocean's bed. 
For rolling years, her happy fomtpes fmile. 
And fates propitious bkfs the beauteous iile ; 
To worlds remote ike wide extends her reigp^ 
And wields the trident of the i^prmy maiq. 
Thus on the baie of empire £brm ihe ilands, 
Wtujc bright Eliza rules the willing lands. 
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But foon a l(nvcring iky comes on apace^ 
And fate revers'd ihcws an ill-omen'd face. 
The void of heaven a gloomy horror fills ; 
And Ifoudy veils involve hfer (hining hills; 
Of greatnefs pafs'd no footfteps (he retains, 
Sunk in a feries of inglorious reigns. 
She feels the change, and deep regrets the fliame , 
Of honours loft, and her diminifh'd name : 
Confciou?, fhe feeks from day to flirowd her head. 
And glad tvould fhrink beneath her oozy bed* 
Thus far, the facred leaves Britannia's woes 
In fliady draughts and dulky lines difclofe. 
Th* enfuing fcene revolves a martial age. 
And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 

Behold ! of radiant light an orb arife, 
Whichj kindling day, reftores the darkened ikies r 
And fee ! on feas the beamy ball defcends, 
And now it^ courfe to fair Britannia bends : 
Along the foamy main the billows bear 
The floating fire, and waft the fhining Fphere, 
Hail, happy omen ! Hail, aufpicious fight ! 
Thou glorious guide to yet a greater light. 
For fee a prince, whom dazzling arms array, 
Purfuing clofcly, plows the watery way. 
Tracing the glory through the flaming fea. 

Britannia, rife ; awake, O faireft ifle, 
From iron ilfeep ; again thy fortunes fmilc. 
Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 
Whofe reign renews the former age of gold. 
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The Fates at length the blifsful web have fpun. 
And bid it round in endlefs circles run. 
Agaia (hall diftant lands confefs thy fvvay. 
Again the watery world thy rule obey ; 
Again thy martial Tons fhall thirft for fame. 
And wih in foreign fields a deathlefs name ; 
For William's genius every ibul infpires, 
And warms the frozen youth with warlike fire«i 
Already, fee, the hoftile troops retreat, 
And feem forewarned of their impending fatt. 
Already routed foes his fury feel, 
And fly the force of his unerring fteel. 
The haughty Gaul, who well, till now, might boaft 
A matchlefs fword and unrefifted hoft, 
At his forefeen approach the field forfakes; 
His cities tremble, and his empire (hakes. 
His toweHog enfigns long had aw'd the plain, 
And fleets audacioufly ufurp'd the main ; 
A gathering ftorm he feem.'d, which from afar 
Teem'd with a deluge of deih-u6live war. 
Till William's ftronger genius foar'd above. 
And down the ikies the daring tempeft drove. 
So from the radiant fun retires the night. 
And weflem clouds (hot through with orient light. 
So when th' afluming god, whom ftorms obey. 
To all the warring winds at once gives way, 
Tbe frantic brethren ravage all around. 
And rocks, and woods, and (hores, their rage refound; 
Incumbent o'er the main, at length they fweep 
The liquid plains, and raife the peaceful deep. 
• " I - Bttt 
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But whcij fwperipr Neptuae Icaret hk bed. 
His trident ihake^, a^id ib^ws bis 9iwM Head; 
The madding v/Ms ^jip bufli'd, tbe tcwpcfts cea(e. 
And every rolling iurgc rciides in petcp* 

And now^tbe f^cred leaf a land&ip w((ini> 
Where, heaven fcre^e, and air unm^*d appear*. 
The rofe and li]y ^Int the verdant plains, . 
And palna and plive ibade the fylvsn fcenes. 
The peaceful Thapa^ beneath his banks abideB, 
And foft, As4 i^U the filver furface glides. 
The Zephyrs fan the fields, the whiiperiiig breeze 
With fragrant brepith rerovrmiars through the trees. 
The ^TMrbliKg birflfij applauding new-ibo^ii light. 
In wanton meafurp^ wiftg their airy flight. 
Above the flop4« 1^ fiucy race r^petr^ 
And bound aloft, :a]^d jsaikin Mppw sdxt 
They gild their £caly h»(ks in Phcpbus' beam$» 
And fcorn to lki«a ibe fcvrf of the 0ragmis* 
Whole Naj^yne w^ars a gay and joyq^^ faee* 
And blooms and rifeji^ with the fruit; gf p^aee. 

No more the labpm-ing hipd regrets his toil. 
But chearf uliy manures the grateful foil ; 
Secure the glebe * pUntepu§ crop wtU ykld. 
And golden Cere* grace the wavjog field. 
Th' adventur.Qws man, who durft the «te€^ i^lovtp 
Oppofe the wind^, and tepapt the Ihelfy ihoDe, 
Beneath his roof now taites unbrok«4 reft» , 

Eijougb with native wealth and pleaty blfft. 

No more the forward youdi purfuea alanns. 
Nor leaves the facred arts for ftu))b9f a fffmp 
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No more the modieri freon tbeir Hui^ ace torfiy 
Nor weepii^ maids the promis'^ Ivvtr moum. 
No more the widows' fluri^iy and orpbiiiB' crict j. 
Torment the patient air, and pSfote tb» ikies ; 
But peaceful joys the pro(pC3X)»« times affi>rd» 
And banifh'd virtue is again refibr'd. 
And he wfaoTe aims alone (uifaun'd die toil. 
And propp'd the nodding £raxn« of Britain's ifle } 
By whoie iiluftcioias deeds, her leaders iir'd, 
Have honours loft retrieved, and olew acquir'd^ ' 

With equal fw^ will virtue's bws maintain^ 
And good, as great, in awful ^ace ihall mgn | 
Fbr his eXm'pk ftill the fule ihaU give, 
4nd thofe it taught to conquer, teach to live* 

Proceeding on, the Father fUU DnfoJds 
Succeeding leaves, and brighttr It}}!' beholds | 
The lat^ ften thefeireft k^mito ^ine. 
Yet fudden does to one more Mt Fe£|;a# , 

Th* Eternal paus'd ' ' 

N[or would Britannia's fate b^yo|)4 expire § 

Enough he (kW befides the corning doit* ' 

Enough the hero had silrrady done, 

And round the wide ci^tent of glory run t 

Nor fujrth«!r now the fining pat^ parCuest 

But like the fun the fame bright i?^ lenewf . 

And fhall remorf^Ms Fates on i4m have pow^ ^ 
Or Time un^ually fuch worth devour i 
Then, wherefpie Oiall the brave for £»mc ^nteft ? 
Why is thi^ ngfi dppguiih'd bfm (bejqef^ i 

Whofe 
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Who(e. foaring genjus now fublime afpiresj 
And deathlefs fame the due reward requires. 
Approving Heaven th' exalted vktne views, 
Nor can the claim which it approves rbfiife. 
The great Creator ifooh the grant refodves. 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 
He thought^* nor doubted once, again to chufe. 
But fppke the word, and made th' immortal Mufe^ 
Ne*er did his power produce Co bright a child. 
On whoft creation infant Nature fmil'd. 
PtTfe6l at firfi, aiiiniih'd form ihe wean. 
And yduth perpetual in her face appears. 
Th* aflembled gods, who long cxpefting ftsfid, 

*With new delight gaze on the lovely i 
And think the wifh*d-for world was ^ 
Nor did the fire himfelf his joy difguife, 
But ftedfaft view'd, and fix'd, and fed his eyes. 
Intent a fpace, at length he filence broke, 

And thus the god the heavenly fair befpokc. 

" To the*, immortal Maid, from this blefs'd hour, 

** O'er Time and Fame, I give unbounded power, 

** Thou from Oblivion fhalt the hero fave ; 

" Shalt rife, itvive, immortalize the brave. 

** To thee, the Dardan Prince Ihall owe his fame ; 

** TothcCj-theCaefars their eternal name. 

** Eliza, fung by thee with Fate ihall ftrive, 

*' And long as Time in facrcd verfe furvive. 

f* And yet, O Mufe, remains the nobleft theme j 

** The firil of men> mature for endlefs fame, 

« Thy 
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" Thy future foogs ihall grace, and all thy lays, 
** Thenceforth, .alone ihall wait on William's praife. 
*« On his heroic deeds thy vcrfe (hall rife ; , 

** Thou ihalt difiufe the fires that he fupplies. 
*' Through him thy /bngs ihall more fublime afpire ; 
** And he, through them, ihall deathlefs fame acquirer 
*• Nor Time nor Fate his glory ihall oppofe, 
** Ot blafl the monuments the Mufe beftows." 

This faid ; no more remained. Th' ethereal hoil 
Again impatient crowd the cryilal coail. 
The Father, now, within, hts fpacious hands, 
Encompafs'd all the mingled mafs of ieas and lands i 
And, having heav'd aloft the ponderous iphere. 
He launched the world to float in ambient air, 

ON MRS. ARABELLA HUNT, SINGINg/ 

IRREGULAR ODE, 



LET all be huih'd, each fofteft motion ceafe. 
Be every loud tumultuous thought at peace. 

And every ruder gaip of breath 

Be calm, as in the aims of death. 
And thou, moft fickle, moll uneafy part. 
Thou refilefs wanderer, my heart. 

Be (till ; gently, ah leave. 

Thou bufy, idle thing, to heave* 

Stir not a pulfe ; and let my blcod. 

That turbulent, unruly flood. 
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Be fdftly ftAy'd : 
Let me be all, but my attention, dead. 
Go, reft, unneceflkry fprings of life, 
Leave your officious toil and ftrife 5 
For I would hear her Toice, and try 
If it be poffible to die. 

II. 
Come, all ye love-fick maids and tvounded fwatns. 

And liften to her healing ftrains. 
A wondrous balm between her lips flie wdarsj 
Of foYereign force to foften cares j 
And this through every ear flie can impart^ 
(By tuneful breath difltis'd) to every heart. 
Swiftly the gentle charmer flics, 
And to the tender grief loft air applies. 
Which, warbling myftic founds, 
Cements the bleeding panter's wounds. 
But ah f beware of clamorous moan : 
Let no unpleafing murmur, or harfli groan. 

Your flighted loves declare : 
Your vtry tendereft moving fighs forbear. 
For eveh they will be too boifterous here. 
' Hither let nought but facred Silence come, 
And let all fancy praife be dumb. 

in. 

And lo ! Silence himfelf h herei 
Methinks I fee the midnight god appear, 
In all his downy pomp array *d, 
Behold theveverend (hade : 
An ancient flgh he fits upon,- 

Whofe 
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Whofe memory of found is long fince gone. 
And purpofely annihilated for hit tbr6tMl * 
Beneath, two foft franfparent clouds do meet. 
In which he fecms to fink his (bfter feef. 
A melancholy thought, condensed to air, 
Stol'n from a loTer in defpair, 
Like a thin mantle, ferves to wrap 
In fluid folds his vifionary fhape. 
A wreath of darknefs round his head he wears. 
Where curling mifts fupply the wadt of hairs : 
While the ftill vapours, which from poppies rift. 
Bedew his hoary face, and lull his eyes. 
IV. 
But hark 1 the heavenly fpherc turns round. 
And Silence now is drowi^'d 
In ecftacy of found. 
How on a fudden the ftill air is charm'd. 
As if all harmony were juft alarm'd f 
And ctery foul with tranfport fill'd. 
Alternately is thaw'd and chill'd. 
See how tlie heavenly choir 
Come flocking to admire. 
And with what fpeed and care 
Defcending angels cull the thinneft air ! 
Hafte then, come all th' immortal throng^ 

And liften to her fbng ; 
Leave your lov'd manfions in the iky. 
And hither, quickly hither fly. 
Tour lofs of heaven nor (hall you need to fear ; 
•Wldle ihc flAgs, 'tis heaven here. 

V. See 



S% , CONGREVE'S PQBMS. 

V. 
Sec how they crowd, fee how the little cherubs ikip ! 
While others (it around her mouth, and fip 

Sweet Hallelujahs from her lip, 
Thofe lips, where in furprize of blifs they rove j 

For ne*er before did angels tafte 
So exquifite a feaft, 
Of mufic and of love. 

Prepare then, ye immortal choir. 

Each facred minftrel tune his lyre^ 

And with her voice in chorus join ; 
Her voice, which next to yours is moft divine. 

Blcfs the glad earth with heavenly lays, 
And to that pitch th' eternal accents raife, 

Which only breath infpir'd can reach, • 

To notes, which only ihe can learn, and you can teach : 

While we, charm 'd with the lov'd excefs. 

Are wrapt in fweet forgetfulnefs 
Of all, of all, \^ut of the prefent happinefs : 

Wifliin&for evejr in that ftate to lie. 

For ever to be dying fo, yet never die* 
iif >.:: -, 
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P R I A M * S 

LAMENTATION AND PETITION 

T O 

ACHILLES, 

FOR THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR. 

Tranflated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad «• 

Beginning at this Line, 

Argumenr introdii6h>ry to this Tranflation. 

Hc£^or's body (after he was (lain) remained ftill in tli* 
pofleflSon of Achilles ; for which Priam made great 
lamentation. Jupiter had pity on him ; i^d fent Iris 
to comfort him, and dire£^ hiA after what manner he 
ihould go to Achilles* tent ; nA how he ftould there 
ranibm the body of his foil. IMma accordingly orders 
his rhariot to be got ready, an||^ prepariag rich pre^*^ 
fents for Achilles, fcts forwani to the (%ccian camp, 
accompanied by nobody but his ioraldUseus. Mer- 
cury, at Jupiter's command, mectf him hf the way, 
in the figure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoan- 
ing his misfortunes, undertakes to drive his chariot 
nnobfervcd through the guards, and to the door of 
D Achilles* 
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Achilles' tent ; which having perfonned, he di(c«- 
vered himi^lf a ^od, and giving him a fhortinfini^oa 
how to move Achilles to compafliony flew up to 
heaven. 

O O (pake the god, and heavenward took his flight ; 

^ When Priam from his chariot did alight { 

Leaving Idaeus there, alone he went 

With fblemn pace into Achilles' tent. 

Heedlefs he pafs'd through various rooms of flate. 

Until approaching where the hero fate ; 

There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 

Jove*8 beft-belovM, with all his chiefs around ; 

Tw6 only were t* attend his peribn plac*d, 

Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft 

At greater diilance, greater date expref&'d. 

Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfucd^ 
And firfl of all was by Achilles view'd. 
About bis knees bis trembling arms he caft. 
And agoni^ng grafp'd,and held them fad ; 
Then caught his hands, and kifs'd and prefs'd them-cloic, 
Thofe banjsy t^' inHntpaa, authors of his woes i 
Thofe hands, whoi^ ufrel^iting force had coil 
Much of hjs blood ^r many fons he lofl). 

But, a^ af^etclvw])o has a murder done. 
And, feeking«r^fug||| does from juftice run. 
Entering ibyie lio^ie, in hafle, where he 's uaknowsj 
Creates amazement in the lookers-on : 
So did Achilles gaze, furpnz'd to (ee 
The godlike Priam's royal miicry i 

s Aa 
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All on each odaer gaz'd, all in furprize. 
And mute, yet feera'd to qoeftion with their tjff 
Till he at length the foUeokn filence broke i 
And thus the venerable fuppliant fpoke : 

** Divine Achilles, at your feet behold 
** A proihate King, in wretchednefs grown old x 
" Think on your father, and then look on me, 
** His hoary age and helplefs pcrfon fee ;. 
" So furrowed are his cheeks, fo vnJiitc his hairs, 
*< Such, and fo many, his declining years ; 
*' Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 
** Could you imagine fuch, his mifery ! 
*' Yet it may come, when he ihall be opprefs'd, 
" And neighbouring princes lay his country wade s 
<* Ev*n at this time, perhaps,- fome powerful foop 
** Who will no mercy, no compaffion fhow, 
** Entering his palace, fees him feebly fly, 
** J^nd feek prote6lion v»*erc no help is nigh. 
< ' In vain he may your fatal abfence mourn, 
*• And wifh, in vain, for your delayed return 9 
" Yet, that he hears you live, is fome relief ; 
** Some hopes alleviate his excefs of grief; 
** It glads his foul to think, he once may ftc 
** His muchTlov'd fbn ; would that were granted me ! 
** But I, mod wretched I ! of all bereft ! 
** Of all my worthy fons how few are left ! , 
** Yet fifty goodly youths I had to bosrft, 
** When firft the Greeks invaded IHon's coaft : 
** Nineteen, the joyful iflfue of one womb, 
** Are now, alas! a ittourn^ul tribute to «ae teiftH. 

D 2 " Mcrcileft 
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** Mercilefs war this devaftation wrought, 

'' And their ftrong nerves to diflblution brought. 

*' Still one was left, in whom was all my hope^ 
** My age's comfort, and his country's prop j 
** He£lory my darling, and my laft defence, 
'< Whofe life alone, their deaths could recompenfef 
** And, to complete my ftore of countlcfs woe, 

** Him you have (lain of him bereav'd me too ! 

** For Jiis fake only, hither am I come ; 

** Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endlefs fum ; 

** All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 

*• A worthlefs ranfom for fo brave a fon. 

** Fear the juft gods, Achilles ; and on me 
** With pity look, think you your father fee j 
*' Such as I am, he is ; alone in this, 
** I can no equal have in miferies ; 
** Of all mankind moft wretched and forlorn, 
** Bow'd with fuch weight as never has been borne < 
** Rcduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
•* The fpring and fource of all my forrows come j 
** With gifts, to court mine and my country's bane, 
'' And kifs thofe hands which have my children ilain.'^ 
He fpake,— — 

'.Kow iadnefs o'er Achillas' face appears, 
Priam he views, and for is father fears ; 
That, and cpmpaflion melt him into tears. 
Then, genlly with his hand he put away 
Old Friani's face ; but he dill proftrate lay, 
And there, w ith tears and fighs, afrefh begun 
To m^um the fall of his ilUfated ion. 

But 



} 
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But paflio'n different ways Achillas turns, 
Now, he Patroclus, now, his father Hioumt t 
Thus both with lamentations fiil'd the place. 
Till forrovv feem'd to wear one common face. 



THE 

LAMENTATIONS 

o r 

HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN, 

OVER THE 
DEAD BODY OF HECTOR, 

Tranflatcd from the Greek of Homer, Iliad »• 

Beginning at tbit Line, 

*Hu^ is K(0Ki7rnr>i@- kxihalo va^av kv aua9* 

Connexion of this with the former Tranflation. 

Priam, at laft, moves Achilles to compaifion^ and, after- 
having made him prefents of gT«at value, obtains the 
body of his Ton. Mercury awakens Priam early in tho 
morning, and advifes him to hafie away with the body, 
left Agamemnon ihould be informed of his being in 
the camp :. he himfelf helps to harnefs the mules and. 
lv>rfes| and conveys him fafely, and without ^oifc, 
D 3 chariot 
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chariot and all, from among tbe Grecian Hatf i thtA 
Hies up to heaven> leaving Priam and Idsens tp travel 
on with tlie body toward Troy. 

NO W did the faffroA mom her beams difplay^ 
Gilding the face of univerfal day ; 

When mourning Priam to the town return*d ; 

Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had moum'di 

The mules, beneath the mangled body go, 

As bearing (now) unufual weight of woe^ 

To Pergamus* high top Caflandra flics. 

Thence fhe afar die fad proceffion fpiee :/ 

Her father and Idaeus Hril appear, 

Then He6bofs corpfe extended on a bier ; 

At which, her boundlefs grief loud cries began. 

And, thus lamenting, through the ftreet fhe raac I 

** Hither, ye wretchf d Trojan&, hither all ! I 

** Behold the godlike He£lor's funeral ! , 

** If e'er you went witjji joy, to fte hire come ' 

*' Adojcn'd with conqueit and with laurels home, i 

*^ Afiemble now, hk ranfomM body fee, 
<* What once was all your joy, now all your mifery !•• 

She fpake, and flrait -the numerous crowd obcy'd, ' 

79or man, nor woman, in the city ftay'd ; | 

Common confent of grief had made them one^ i 

With clamorous moan to Scsa's gate they run, 
There the lov'd body of their He^or meet, I 

Which they, with loud and freih lamenttngs, greet. 
His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
£qu»l in loYt, ia grief liad equal ftrifc t 



ANDROMACHE'S LAMENTATION. 3ft^ 

In fbriow they no moderatioti knew. 
But, wildly wailing, to the chariot flew ; 
There ftrove the rolling wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firft his breathlefs corpfe to reach ; 
Aloud they beat ^eir bMafts, and tore their hair. 
Rending around with ihricks thefufiering air. 

Now had the throng of people ftopt the way, 
Wfab would have there lamented all the day ; 
But Priam from his chariot roie, and (pake, 
** Trojans, eaiough; truce with your forfows make; 
** Give way to me, and yield the chariot room: 
** Firft kt me bear my Hcftor's body home> 
** Then mourn your fill." At this the crowd gave way. 
Yielding, like waves of a divided fea. 

Idaeus to the palace drove, then laid 
With,cai% the body on a fumptuous bed. 
And round about were ikilfui fingers placM, 
Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes exprefs'd 
Their moan ; all in a Chorus did agree 
Of univerfal mournful Harmony, 
When firft Aadiooiache her pa^n broke. 
And thus (clofe preifing bis pale cheeks) fkt fpoke t 

ANDROMACHE^S LAMENTATION. 

O my loft buiband ? let me ever mourtr 
Thy early fate, and too untimely urn : 
In die full pride of yottth thy glwics ftide. 
And thou in aihes muft with them be laid. 

D4 Wiiy 
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Why is my heart thus mHcrably torn 
Why am I thus diftrcfs'd I why thus forlorn I 
Am I that wretched thing a widow left ? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ! 
Yet I were bleft, were I aloDe undone) 
Alas, my child ! where can an infant run > 
Unhappy orphan! thou in woes art nurs*d; 
Why were you bom ? — I am with blefiings cun'd I 
For long ere thou fhall be to manhood grown^ 
Wide defolation will lay wade this town : 
Who is there now that can prote£^ioa give, 
4Since he, who was her ftrength, no more doth live > 
Who of her rev«rend matrons will have care ? 
Who fave her children from the rage of war ? 
Por he to all father and hufband was. 
And all arc orphans now, and widows, by his lofs* 
Soon will the Grecians, now, infultmg come, 
And bear us captives to their diHant home ; 
I, with my child; muft the fame fortune (hare^ 
And all alike^ be prifoners of the war; 
'MongA bafe-born wretches he his lot mufthave, 
And,be to fome inhuman lord a ilave. 
Elfc fome avenging Greek, with fury filPd, 
Or for an only fon or father kill'd 
3y lienor's hand, on him will vent his rage. 
And with his blood his thirfty grief afluage; 
For many fell by his relentlefe hand, 
Biting that ground, with which their blood was ftain*d. ' 

Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
Alid,«LeYer did his fo«i in battle fparcj 
^ Thence 



HECU13A»S LAMENTATION. -f»* 
Thence come thcfe fuflerings, which (b much have coft. 
Much woe to all, but fure to me the moft. 
I few him not, when in the pangs of death. 
Nor did my lips receive his lateft breath ; 
Why held he not to me his dying hand ? 
And why receiv'd not I Ms laft command ? 
Something he would have faid had I been there. 
Which I ihould ftill in fad remembrance bear; 
For I could never, never words forget, 
Which night and day I (hould with tears repeat. 
She fpake, and wept afrefh, when all around 
A general figh diffused a mournful found. 
Then, Hecuba, who long had been oppreft 
With boiling paffions in her aged breaft. 
Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun 
A lamentation for her darling fon. 

fiECUBA'S LAMENTATION. 

He£^or, my joy, and to my foul more dear 
Than all my other numerous ilfue were; 
O my laft comfort, and my beft-belov'd ! 
Thou, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mov'd. 
And fent a god his dread commands to bear. 
So far thou wert high heaven's peculiar care ! 
From fierce Achilles' chains thy corpfe was freed j 
So Icind a fate was for none elfe decreed : 
My other fons, made prifoners by his hands. 
Were fold like iUyes; and fhipt to foreign lands. 

Thou 
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Thou too wert fentenc'd by his barbarous doom. 
And dragg'd, when dead, about Patroclus' tomb. 
His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy hands had (lain : 
And yet that cruelty was us'd in vain. 
Since all could not reftore his life again.. 
Now firefli and glowing, ev'n in death thou art. 
And fair as he who fell by Phoebus* dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her paffion ftay'd. 
And univ^rfal moan again was made j 
When Helen's lamentation hers fupply'd. 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry'd. 

HELEN'S LAMENTATION. 

O Hefbor, thou wert rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half fo lar^e a part ! 
Not lefs than twenty years are no>v pafs'd o'er. 
Since firft I landed on the Trojan fhore ; 
Since I with godlike Paris fled from home; 
(Would I had dy'd before that day had come !) 
In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne'er could charge thee with a deed unkind j 
Not one untender word, or look of fcom. 
Which I too often have from others borne. 
But you from their reproach ilill fet me free. 
And kindly have reprov'd their cruelty j 
If by my (iftcrs or the Queen revil'd, 
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kindnefs dili has all my grief beguil'd* 



J 
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HELEN'8 LAMENTATION, 43, 

Ever in tcsurs let me your Ipfs Vemoon^ 

Who had no friend alive but ,31011 alone ; , 

All will reproach roe now where'er I pafs» 

And fly with horror from my hated £ace. 

This (aid, (he wept ; and the Ya& throng was mov'df 

And with a genelaLfi^ her grief approved. 

When Priam (who had heard the mourning crowd) 

Rofe from his feat, and thus he (pake aloud : 

** Ceafe your lamentings, Trojans, for a while, 
•* And fell-down trees to build a funeral pile; 
** Fear not an anibulh by the Grecians laid, 
** For with Achilks-twelre day* truce I made.*' 

He fpake ; and all obey'd as with one mind. 
Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen join'd; 
Forth from the city all the people went, 
And nine days fpace was in that labour fpent; 
The tenth, a moft llupendous pile they made. 
And on the top the manly Hedor laid, , 

Then gave it fire ; while all, with weeping eyes. 
Beheld the rolling flames and foioke arife. 
All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd } 
But when the rofy mora with day retura'd. 
About the pile the thronging pec^le came, 
And with black wine queoch'd the remaining flame«r 
His brothers then and friends fearch'd every wher9| 
And gathering up bis ihowy bones with care> 
Wept o'epthem ; when an urn of gold was brought^ 
Wrapt in foft purple palls, and richly wrought. 
In which the {4i;red afl»e& were interred, 
Tli«n o'er hJM grave a xaoauxneiit they lear'd* 

Meta 
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Mean time, &Tong guards were plac'd, and caiteful fpies. 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent furprize. 
The work once ended, all the \'aft refcrt 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court; 
There they refrefh'd their weary limbs tvith reft. 
Ending the funeral with a folemn fefaft. 

PARAPHRASE UPON HOPvACE^ 
ODE XIX. LIB. I. 

*' Mater faeva Cupidinum, &c.*' 
I. 

THE tyrant Queen of foft defires; 
With the reiiftlefs aid of fprightly Wine 
And wanton Eafe, confpires 
To make my heart its peace refign, 
And re-admit Love's long-re]e£led fires. 

For beauteous Glycera I bum, 
The flames fo long repell'd with double force return, 
Matchlefs her face appears, and (hines more bright 
Than polilh'd marble when refle6ling light ; 
Her very coynefs warms ; 
And with a grateful fuUennefs (he charms : 

Each look darts forth a thoufand rays, 
Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays ; 
My eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy while I gaze. 
II. 
She comes ! fire comes ! Ihe ruihes in my reins ! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large flie reigns f 

Cyprus 
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Cyprus no more with her abpde i8>h)eft» .) 

I am her palace, and her throne my breaft* ^; 

Of fayage Scythian arms no more I write. 
Of Parthian archers, who in flying fight, 
And make rough war their fport ; 

Such idle themes no more can more. 
Nor any thing but what *s of high import : 

And what 's of high import, but love } ' 
Vervain and gums, and the green tuff prepare ; 
With wine of two years old your cups be fili'd r 

After our facrifice and prayer. 
The godde& may incline her heart to yield. 

STANZAS 

IN IMITATION OF H O R A C Ep 

LIB. II. ODE XIV. 

** Eheu fugaces, Pofthume, Pofthume, ^^ 

** Labuntur anni, &c." 

I. 

AH } no, 'tis ail in vain, believe me 'tis^ 
This pious artifice. 
Not all thefe prayers and alms can buy 
One moment tow'rd Eternity. 
Eremity ! that boundlefs racei 
Which Time himfelf can never run 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweaiy'd pace) t 
Which, when ten thoufand, thoufand y«an are done. 
It ftiU the (afx^i and ftiU to be begux^ 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd are thoft limits, which prefcribe 
A ihort extent to the moft lafting breath ; 
And though thou could*ft for facrifice lay down 
Millions of other lives to favethy own, 

'Twere fruitlefs all ; not all would bribe 
One fupemumetBry gafp from deadi. 
11. 
In vain 's thy incxhaufted (lore 

Of wealth, in vain thy power ; 
Thy honours, titles, all muft fail, 
Where Piety itfelf can nought avail. 
The rich,, the great, the innocent, and jud, 

Muft all be huddled to the grave, 
With the- moft vile and ignominious (lave. 
And undiftingui(h'd lie in duft. 
'In vain the fearful flies alarms, 
In vain he is (ecure from wounds of arms, 
In vain avoids the faithlefs Teas, 
And is confined to home and eafe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 

In vain are all thofe arts we try. 
All our evafions, and regret to die : 
From the contagion of mortality. 
No clime is pure, no air is free : 
And no retreat ' 
Is fo obfcure, as to be hid from fac« 
III. 
Th(Ai muft, alas ! thou muft, my friend ; 
. (The very hour thou now doft fpend 
In ftudying to ftvoid^ brings ob thy end) 

Tlim 
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Thou muft forego the dcareft joys of life ; 

Leave the %varm bofom of thy tender wife. 

And all the much-lov'd oflfspring of her womb. 

To moulder in the cold embraces of a tomb. 

All mufl be left, and all be lod ; 

Thy houie, whofe {lately fhru6hire ih much coHtp 

Shall not afford 
Room for the ftinking carcaie of its lord. 
Of all thy pleafant gardens, grots, and bowers, 
Thy coftly fruits, thy far-f€tch*d plants and flowers^ 

Nought fhalt thou fave j 

Or but a (prig of rofemary fhalt have, 

To wither with thee in the grave : 

The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid 

Their tranfitory mailer dead* 

rv. 

Then fhall thy long-expeding heir 
A joyful mourning wear : 
And riot in the wafte of that eftate 
Which thou hafl taken fb much pains to get« 
All thy hid flores he fhall unfold. 
And fct at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemn 'd by thee. 
To vaults and prifons, fhall again be free : 
Bury*d alive though now it lies. 

Again fhall rife ; 
Again its fparkling furface fhow. 
And free as element profufely flow. 

WitH 
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With fuch high food he (hall fet forth his feafts. 
That cardinals fhall wiih to be his guefts j 
And pamper'd prelates fee 
Themfelves outdone in luxury. 

INIMITATION OF HORACE 
ODE IX. LIB. I. 

^ -" Vides ut alta, &c." 

I. 

T> LESS me, *tis cold ! how chill the air! 

•*-' How naked does the world appear ! 

But fee (big with the offspring of the north) 
The teeming clouds bring forth : 
A ftiower of foft and fleecy rain 

Falls, to new-cloath the earth again. 
Behold the mountain-tops around. 
As if with fur of ermins crown'd ; 
And lo ! how by degrees 

The univerfal mantle hides tb.e trees. 
In hoary flalces, which downward fly, 

A« if it were the Autumn of the iky : 

Trembling, the grov's fuftain the weight, and bow- 
Like aged limbs , which feebly go 

Beneath a venerable head of fnow. 
II. 

Diffufive cold does the whole earth invade, 

Like a difeafe, through all its veins 'tis fpread, 

And each late living lli*eain is numb'd and dead. 

.Let's 
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Let *s melt the ft6t6n hours> make warm the air; 
Let cheaiful fires SaPs feeble beams repair j 

Fill the large b6*rl \tlth fparkling wine ; 

Let '8 drink 'till our own faces Ihine, 
Till we like funs appear. 

To light and Warm the hemii^here. 
Wine can difpenfe to all both light aild heat. 

They are with wine incorporate : 
That powerful juice, with which no cdld da^cf mix. 
Which ftill is fluid, and no frtyi. can fix ; 

Let that but in abundahcc flo\V, 
JVnd let it fiorm ahd thunder, hail and ihoW, 

'Tis heaven's cotteem ; aild let if be 

The care of heaven ftill fchr me : 
Thofe winds, which rend the oaks and ploligh the f^JateJ 
Great Jove can^ if he pleale. 

With one commanding nod apptiaie* 

in. 

Seek not W kflow t^-morrow'j doom ; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The prefent moment *s sill our ftorc : 
The next, fhould heaven allow. 
Then this will be no rtofc : 
So all our life is blit one iriftant ndw* 
Look on each day you 've pafL 
To be a mighty treafurc won : 
And lay each moment out in hade ; 
We 're fure to live too faft. 
And cannot live too foo{i. 

E Youiii 
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Youth doth a thouland pleafures bring, 
Which from decrepit age will fly ; 
The flowers that flourifh in the fpring. 
In winter's cold embraces die. 
IV. 
Now Love, that everlafting boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in foft delights : 
Now the kind nymph yields all her charms. 
Nor yields in vain to youthful arms. 
Slowly ihe promifes at night to meet. 
But eagerly prevents tljc hour with fwifter feet. 
To gloomy groves and fhades obfcure flie flics. 
There veils the bright confeifion of her eyes. 
Unwillingly ihe fiays. 
Would more unwillingly depart. 
And in foft flghs conveys 
The whifpers of her heart. 
Still ihe invites and ftill denies. 
And vows ihe '11 leave you if you *re rude^ 
Then from her raviflier ihe flies, 
But flies to be purfu'd : 
If from his fight ihe does herfclf convey. 
With a feign'd laugh ihe will herfelf betray, 
J^ad cunningly inflru^t him in the way. 



^^^ 
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S ON G. 

I. , 

T look'd, and I iigh'dy and I wiih'd I could fpeak, 

And very fain would have been at her j 
But when I ftrove moft my great paffion to break. 

Still then I faid leafl of the matter. 

IL 

I fwore to myfelf , and refolv'd I would try / - 

Some way my poor heart to recover ; 
But that was all vain, for I fooner could die. 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 

in. 

Dear Cxlia, be kind then ; and (ince your own cyci 

By looks can command adoration. 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not defpii^ 

Thofe oglings that tell you my paffion. 

IV. 
We '11 look, and we '11 love, and though neither ihould 
fpeak. 
The pleafurc we '11 ftill be purfuing j 
And fo, without words, I don 't doubt we may make 
A very good end of this wooing, 

E i THE 
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THE RECONCILIATION. 

RECITATIVE. 

FAIR Cxlia love i>fetendedy 
And nain*d the myrtle bowci> 
Where Damon long attend«J 
Beyond the promisM hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expe£bdon, 
His heart with rage o'erflowing. 
He vented thus hw paffion. 
P & £. 

To all tbfi fin deceitftil^ 

A loQg and Isft adica ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 

A9 oft as mfin prove true. 
The pains thef cauTe aie maAy» 

And lon^ and hard to bear^ 
The joy» they give (if aoy) 

Fewy ihorty and unfincere. 

RECITATIVE. 

Bi|t Caelia now, repenting 
Her breach of affig^ation. 
Arrived with eyes confenting. 
And fparklxng inclination. 
I^ike Citherea fmilingy 
She blufh'd, and laid his paffioD} 
The (hepherd ceas'd reviling. 
And fung this recantation : 



rAxi- 
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PALINODE. 

Hew cngt^ing, how endearing^ 

Is a Lover's pain and care ! 
And wket jey the aymph'^ a^earing. 

After abfence or defpair ! 
Women wife increafe defiring. 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring. 

All they mean is more to pleaft* 

ABSENCE. 

A LAS ! what pains, what racking thoughts he proveSf 
-^■^ Who lives xcmov'd from her he deareft loves ! 
In cruel abfence doomed pafi joys to nourn, 
And think on hours that will no more return ! 
Oh let me ne'er the pangs of abfence try. 
Save me from abfence. Love, or let me die* 

S O N G. 

T^ALSE though <Ke be to me and Love, 
'^ I'll ne'er purfue Revenge ; 
For ftil! the Charmer 1 appiy>vc, 

Though I deplore her change. 
In hours of blifs we oft have met. 

They could not always laft ; 
And though the prefent I regret, 

I'm grateful for the paft. 

E 3 S O N <5 
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FOR TWO WOMEN. 

T Love, and am faelov'd again, 
^ Strephon no more fhall (igh in vain ; 
I 've try'd his faith, and found him tnie. 
And all my coynefs bid adieu. 

I love, and am beloVd again. 
Yet ftill my Thyrfis fliall complain ; 
I'm fare he 's mine, while I rcfufe him, 
But when I yield, I fear to loie him. 

1. Men will grow faint with tedious faffing s 

2. And both will ttre with often tafting, 
When they find the blifs not lafting. 

1. Lore is compleat in kind poiTefling. 

2. Ah no! ah no! th^it ends the blefling. 

CHORUS OF BOTH. 

Then let us beware how far we confent. 
Too foon when we yield, too late we repent | 
'Tis ignorance makes men admire : 
And granting defirc 
We feed not the fire. 
But make it m[ore quickly expire. 

SONG. 
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nPE L L me no more I am decciv'd ; 
•*• That Chloe 's falfe and common : 
I always knew (at leaft believ'd) 

She was a very woman ; 
As fuch, I lik'd, as fuch, carefs'd, 
She (till was conftant when poflefs'd. 

She could do more for no man. 
II. 
But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran. 

And, that, you thi^k a hard thing ; 
Perhaps, (he fancy 'd you the man. 

And what care I one farthing ? 
You think Ihe 's falfe, I 'm fure flie 's kind j 
I take her body, you her mind. 

Who has the better bargain ? 

THE PETITION. 

/^R ANT me, gentle Love, faid I, 
^^ One dear bleffing ere I die ; 
Long I Ve borne excefs of pain. 
Let me now fome blifs obtain. 

Thus to almighty Love I cry'd. 
When angry thus the god reply 'd, 

E 4 • SJeflings 
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Bleffings greater none can have. 
Art thou lifiji Amynta^ilave ? 
iPeafe fond mortal, to implore, 
For Love, ev'n Love himfelf *s no more. 

SONG. 



CRUEL Amynta, ?aBi you f^c 
A heart thus torp, which you betr^yM > 
Love of himfelf ne*e| vanquifli'd ine. 

But through your eyes the conqueft made.. 
IL 
In ambufh their the traitor lay. 

Where I was led by fakhkis iinile^ r 
J^o WTetches are fo lofl as they. 
Whom much fecurity beguiles. 

S O N G. 



OEJ6, le^, fte vc9Jkes» Sabina >j'ak« I 
*^ And now the fun begins to rife ; 
Lefs glorious is the mojn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes« 
IL 
With light united, day they ^ivc. 

But different fates ere night fylfil : 
How many by his warmth, will, live ! 

iio>v ipany will her coldnei^ kill ! 

Occafioncd 
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Occafiondl Jby a L^Oy's havltg writ Vexsis m 
Commendation of a Poem which was written ia 
Praife of another Ladt« 

TTARD is the talk, and bold th' advvotujxxiK flighty 

■■•-*■ Of him, who dares in pr>ife of htauty wfitc; 

For when to that high thcoie p\ir thpi»ght« afceod, 

*Tis to dctraft, too poorly to commend. 

And he, who, pr^ifing bcavty* do«9 aa%v)»ttg. 

May boafl to be fuccefsful in hi; i»ng : 

But when the fair thcmiclves aj^povve hiG^4»y«y 

And one excepts, and one vouchfsv£e& to poiien 

ilis wide ambition knows no farther bound. 

Nor C9n his Muicwith brighter fame be ciown^d. 

EPIGRAM. 

Written aftei the Pei;:ea(e of Mrs. Akabkli^A 
Hunt, under her Picture drawn l^ayiog on a 
Lute. 

WERE there on earth ynother voice like thine. 
Another hand fo bleft with mil divine ! 
The late affli£bed \yQ(id ibme ho|M;s might hav^ 
And Hannony CQtrieve thefi ixQfXk tko gravoi, 
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When firft Cylleiutts fiirmMthe Vfvci 
Thou iiidfttbe god infpire ; 
When firft the tocbI fheli lie ibrung^ 
To wiuchtbe Mules iixng r 
Then firft jfifae Mufes fitng ; melodioits fiiains Apolll» 

playM, 
And Mufic firH began by thy aulpieious wd. 

Hark, hark ! again Urania fings f 
Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling firings f 
And fee, the liteiing deities aronnd 
Attend infatiate, and derour the ibtuid. 

C K O H U S. 

Harky hark, again Urania fings t 
Again Apollo (brikes the trembling ftrings ? 
And fee^ thcli>ftening deities around 
Attend iniatiaitey and devour the kiv^. 
IV. 
Dcfcead^ Urania, heavenly fair f 
To the relief of this alBt^ed world repair ; 
See hoitTy wkh Various wo^ oppreft. 
The wretched race of men is worn ; 
Confum'd with cares, with doubts difircK^ 
Or bjr eoiiflffling paffions torn. 
Realbfi in vaui en»p!oys her aid, 
The furious will on faney waits $ 
While reaion ttill by hopes or fears betray *d^ 
Too late adrances, or too icon retreats* 
Mufic alone witl^ IbdAen charms can bind 
The wandering ienft^ «nd c^a ft» trotibled mind; 

c H a- 
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CHORUS. 

MuHc alone "with fudden charms can bind 

The wandcnng fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

V. 
Begin the po>v€rful fbng, ye facred Nine^ 

Your inftruments and voices join ; 

Harmony, jpeacc, and fwcet deiire. 
In every breaft inipire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And ibft repofe to reliefs tlwughts impart. 
Appeafe the wrathful mind. 

To dire revenge and death inclia'd ? 
With balmy founds his boiling blood afiiage» 
And melt to mild remorfe his buniing rage* 
*Tis done ; and now tumultuous paiIion» ceaie | 

And all is hufh'd, and ail is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eaie is bleft. 

By mufic luU'd to pleaiing reft. 

C H O X. U S. 

*Tis done ; and now tumultuous paffions ceaie j 
And all is hu&'d^ and sdi is peaee. 

The weary world with welcome eafe i» blefl. 
By mufic lull'd. to pleating reft. 

VI. 
Ahy fweet repofe, too fbon expiring ! 
Ah, fooliih fiOBB, nevr toils requiring t 
Curs'd ambmofi, ftrifs purfuing, 
W-akes the vfoM ta war and ruin. 

See, 



U C O N G R ?! V.B ' S , P CTE M S. 
See, fee, the battle is prepar'4 I 

Behold, the hero comes 1 
Loud trumpets with fhrill fifes are heard j 

And hoarfe refounding drums. 
War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife^ 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

War, with difcordant notes and jarring noifc. 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 
VII. 
See the forfaken fair, with ftreaming eyes 
Her parting lover mourn j 
She weeps, fhe fighs, defpairs, and dies. 
And watchful waftes the lonely livelong hights, 

Bewailing paft delights 
That may no more, no never more return, 
O footh her cares 
With fofteft, fweeteft airs, 
Till viftory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover to her tenddr breaft, 
W-ithin her folding arms to reft. 
Thence never to be parted more^ 
No never to be parted more, 

.CHORUS, 

Let viflory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover to her tender brcaft, . • ■ y 
Within her folding arms to reft, . 
Thence never to be parted rnQre^ 
No never to be parted njor^R ; 



£nough. 



HYMN TO HARMONY* ^^: 

VIII. 
Enough, Urania, heavenly fair ! 
Now to thy native Ikies repair. 
And rule again the ftarry fphere ; / • 

Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fill'd. 

To cafe the world of care, 
Cecilia, more than all the Mufes ikilPd 1 
Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield, 

And at her feet 1^ down 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The foft entervate- lyre i» drown'd 
tn the deep organ's more majeftic found. 
In peals the fwelling notes afcend the fkies { 
Feipetual breath the fwelling notes fupplies. 
And lading as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 
Th* immortal mufic never dies. 

GR AND CHORUS. 

Cecilia, more than all the Mufes ikill'd, 

Phcebus himfelf to her muft yield. 
And at her feet lay down 

His golden harp and laurel crown. 

The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
In the deep organ's more majeltic found. . 
In peals the fwelling notes, afcend the ikies ; 
Peipetual breath the fwellifg notes fuppliee. 

And lafting as hqr name, , . [• . 

Who form'd the tuneful frame, 

Th' immortal muii9 never die«. ^ ' > 

' '•""' VfiRSES 



0^ CaNtJUfcVt'S JO'iUi. 
V E R S E S 

TO THE MEMOltY OF 

GRACE LADY GETHIN, 

Occafioned by reading, her Book^ Intituled 

RELIQUI^ GETHINIAN^. 

AFTER apainM life in ftudy <l>cnt, 
TheleamM themfelves their ignorance lament j 
And aged m*n, whoft livw exceed the fpace 
Which feems the b«tiftd prefcrib'd to mortal race. 
With hoary heads, then* fhort experiettce gr^-c, 
As doom'd to die befofc they've leam'd to live. 
So hard it is true IcBotvIcdgc to attain, 
So frail is life, afld froitlefs huntan pain ! 
Whoe'er on thi» refleftsj, and then beholds. 
With ftrift anenticm, what this book unfolds. 
With admiration (Iruck, fhall queftion who 
So very long ccmld live, fo much to know > 
For fo complete the finifli'd pitce appears, 
That learning feems combin'd with length of yean j 
And both impror'd by pureft wit, td itach 
At all that ftudy or that time cajr teach. 
But to what height muft hh atmatemetit rife ! 
When, having read the work, he tUMs his eyes 
Again to view the'fottmolt Opening page. 
And thcxfi the beauty^ fezi and tender age^ 

i Of 
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Of her beholds, in whofe pure mind arofe 

Th' aetherial fource from whence this current flows f 

When prodigies appear, our reaibn fails. 

And fuperitition o'er philofophy prevails. 

Some heavenly minifter we ilrait conclude. 

Some angel>mind with female form endued. 

To make a ihort abode on earth, was fent, 

(Where no perfeftion can be permanent) 

And^ having left her bright example here* 

Was quick recalled, and bid to difappear. 

Whether around the throne, eternal hymns 

She iings, amid the choir of feraphims ; 

Or fome refulgent flar informs, and guides^ 

Where ihe, the bieft intelligence, prefidcs ; 

Is not for us to know who here remain ; 

For 'twere as impious to enquire, as vain : 

And all we ought, or can, in this dark fiate» 

Is, what we have admir'd, to imitate. 

E P I T A P H 

Upon Robert Huntingdon, of Stanton Harcourt> 
£iq. and Robert his Son. 

'T* HIS peaceful tomb does now contain 
**- Father and ion, together laid ; 
Whofe living virtues iball remain. 

When they, and this, are quite decay 'd. 

. F 'What. 



What man (hduW be, to«ripcne(fs giown, 
Aod^fittnibVi worth ftmiid do, oribaay ' 

At full was in the father ihown ; 
What youth could promife^ in she 'Ton. 

But death obdurate, both dedroyM . 

The perfeft fruit, and opening bud : 
Firft feiz*d thofe fweets we had enjoy'd. 

Then robb'd us of the coining good. 

T O M R. D R y p E N, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS. 

AS when of old iheroic itory tells 
Of knights imprifon'd long by magic ipells^ 
Till future time the deftin'd hero fend, 
By whom the dire enchantment is to end ? 
Such feems this work, and fo referv'd for thee, 
Thou «reat reveal er of darkpocfy. 

Thofe fullen clouds, which have, for ages paft, 
0\er F«e6us' too4ong fufiering Mufe been caft, 
Difperfe, and fly befote tbyiacred pen, 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are feen* 
Sure Phoebus' fclf thy fweliing bneafl inipins, 
The god of mufic, and poetic fires : 
\ £lfe, whence proceeds 4ib» .great furprize of light ! 
How dawns tKis day, forth from the womb of nighty 

Our wonder now does our pafl folly f}#w, 
'^Sualy contemning what we 4id not know : 

So, 



So, unbelievers impioufly defpife 

The facnad oracles, in myfteri^s. t ;« 

Pcrfius, before, in fmall efteem was had, 

U^kft, what to AntSqiJty is j)aQ j ' . / • '. 

But like Apocrypha, with fcruple read, 

(So far our ignoratoct our fiiith mifled) ' 

TiU you, Apollo's darling prieft, thoughtful .^ ' ' ' 

To place it in the poet*s iacred writ. ^ ^ ; ^.. , 

As coin, v^ch bears fome awful iiM)pai^Vs ittc^, 
For more than its intxiiniicii^orth wiU paffe jy .\ ^^ 
60 your bright iina^y which, we hese bch^Wj.. 
Adds worth to wocth, and digB^8s.iib& ^Id, •- 'f. 
To you, we all this foll0wiagtreafuicjowc, ' r, :. 
This Hippocrenc, which frowi a rockcUd* fispw. 

Old ftoick virtu«, clad in rugged liuep.,' ! ... • 
Poliih'd by you, in modern brilliant iluncfit • 
And as before, for Pcarfius, our efttcm r..:. 1 . : 
To his antiquity was paid, not bitn : ' 
So now, whatever pmife from us is due, 'i 
Belongs not to old Perfius, bur the new. / •» ' 
For ftill obfcure, to us no light he,giv*e*} - 
Dead in himfelf, an you alone he lives. 

So ffubborn flints their imvard heat ccr.eeafl,' - 
Till art and forte? ^^ViiwJilin^ fparksi^eveal j 
But through y<mr>flun, frofmthofe finrfrifetds 6f' fire> 
BnijWt'flawwcs arHe, ^'hich never can cxptft. 



THE 
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THE ELEVENTH 
SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The dcfign of this Satire is to expofe and reprehend all 
manner of intemperance and debauchery ; but more 
particularly that exorbitant luxury ufed by the Ro- 
mans in their feafting. The Poet draws the occafion 
from an invitation, which he here makes to his Friend 
to dine with him j very artfully preparing him with 
what he was to expe6t from his treat, by beginning 
the Satire with a particular inveftive againft the 
vanity and folly of fome perfbns, who, having but mean 
fortimes in the world, attempted to live up to the 
height of men of great efbtes and quality. He fhevvs 
us the miferable end of fuch fpendthrifts and gluttons, 
with the manner and qourfes which they took to 
bring themfelves to it ; advifing men to live within 
bounds, and to proportion their inclinations to the 
extent of their fortune. His gives his Friend a bill o£ 
fare of the entertainment . he h^s provided for him ; 
and from thence he takes occafion to refledt upon the* 
jtempcrance and fn^gality of the ^ppeateft men in for- 
mer ages : to which he oppoies the riot and intem- 
perance of the prefent ; attributing to the latter a vifi- 
ble remiflnefs in the care of heaven over the Ronaan 
date. He inftances fome lewd practices at feaAs, and, 
by the bycf^ touches the nobility with making vice 

and 
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and debauchery confift with their principal pleafu'rcs^ 
He concludes with a repeated invitation to his Friend ; 
advifing him (in one partcular fomcwhat freely) to a 
negle6t: of all cares and difquiets for the prefeBt^ and 
a moderate ufe of pleafures for the future* 

TF noble Atticus make fplendid feafts, 

■■■ And withexpenfive food indulge his guefts s 

His wealth and quality fupport the treat : 

Nor is it luxury in liim, but (late. 

But when poor Rutilus fpemis all he *s worth. 

In hopes of fetting one good dinner forth ; 

»Tis downright madnefs : for what greater jeils, . 

Than begging gluttons, or than beggars' feafls >. 

But Rutilus is now notorious grown. 
And proves the common theme of all the town* 

A man in his full tide of youthful blood. 
Able for arms, and for his country's good 
Urg'd by no power, rejftrain'd by no advice. 
But following his own inglorious choice : 
'Mongft common fencers pra^lifes the trade, « 

That end debating for which ai^ms were made ; 
Arms which to man ne*er-dying fame afford. 
But his difgrace is owing to his fword. 
Many there are of the fame wretched kind. 
Whom their defpairing creditors may find ' . 
Lurking in (hambles ; where with borrow'^ coin 
They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine; 
Such, whole fole blifs is eating j who can«give 
But that one brutal reafon why they live* 

F 3 And 
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And yet XThac 's more.ridiculb«9> c of thefc^ 

ThepoQreft:wretcbLts ^Ul js^oi^hwrd to plcafe; 

And) hevvhofe thin traAfparent rags d£clare 

Haw lottdb-bis tat-ter d-f^une wants repair. 

Would ranfack every eleroient for choice 

Of every fi(h and fowl at any price ; 

If, brought from far, it very dear has coft. 

It has a ftevour then, which plea(es moft. 

And he devours it with a greater guft. 
In riot thus, while money lafts, he lives,. 

And that exhaufted, ftill new pjedges gives $ 

Till forc*d of mere neceffity to cat, 

He corner to pawn his diih to buy his meat. 

Nothing of filver or of gold he fparos, 

Not what his mother's facred image bears i 

The broken relic he with fpecd devours. 

As he would all the reft of 's anceftors. 

If wrought in gold, 6r if expos'd to falc, 
They 'd pay the price of one luxurious meal. 

Thus certain ruin treads upon his heels, 
The flings of hunger, foon, and want, he feels | 
And thus ishe reduc'd at length, to fcrve 
Fencers^ for mifcrable fcraps, or ftarve. 

Imagine now, you fee a plenteous feafl ; 
The queftion i&, at whoie expence *tis dreft* 
In great Vcntidius we the bounty prize j 
In Rutilut the vanity ddpiie. 
Strange iterance ! that the iame man who kno^a 
How far yon laaunt above this niole-hili fbows, 

ShouU 
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Should not perceive a difference as great, 
Between fmall incomes and a vaft eftate ! 
From heaven to nnortalsfurc that rule was ftnt, 
Of " Know thyfclf," and by fome god was tneuM 
To be our never-erring pilot here, 
Through all the various courfes which wcftcer. 
Therfjtes, though the moft prefumptuous Gnick-, 
Yet durft not for Achilles* armour fpeak j 
When fccrce UlylTcs had a gccd pretence, 
^'ith all th* advantage of his eloquence. 
Whoe'er attempts weak cauics to fupport, 
Ought to be very fure he 'sable for 't ; 
And notmiftakc ftrong l\inrs and impudence, 
For harmony of words and force of fenft : 
Fools only make attempts beyond their ikill j 
A wife man's power's the limit of his wilL 

If Fortune has a niggard been to thee, 
Devote thyfclf to thrift, notTuxury ; 
And wifely make that kind of food thy choice, 
To which neceffity confines thy price. 
Weil may they fear fome mifcniblc end, 
Whom gluttony and want at once attend; 
Whofclarg« voracious throats have fwallowM all, 
Both land and ftock, intereft and principal : 
Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollio's fate, 
Who fold his very ring topurchafe meat ; 
And though a knight, 'mougft common flaves nowflands. 
Begging an alms, witliundillinguifii'd hands. 
Sure fuddcn death to fuch Ihould welcome be, 
On whom each added year heaps mifery, 
Scom, poverty, reproach, aud infamy. 

F 4 But 
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But there are fteps in villainy, which thefe 

Obferve to tread and follow by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 

Whiclv never meaning to reAore, they fpend ; 

But that and their fmall flock of credit gone. 

Left Rome ihould grow too warm, from thence they run 

For of late years 'tis no more fcandal grown, 

For debt and roguery to quit the town. 

Than, in the midft of fummer's fcorching heat. 

From crouds, and noife, and buiinefs to retreat* 

One only grief fuch fugitives can find, 

Refle6t:ing on the pkafures left behind ; 

The plays and loofe diverfions of the place. 

But not one blufh appears for the difgrace. 

Ne'er was of modefty (b great a dearth. 

That out of countenance Virtue 's fled from earth ; 

Baffled, expos'd to ridicule and fcom. 

She 's with Aflrea gone, not to return. 

This day, my Perficus, thou fhait perceive 
Whether myfeif I keep thoie rules I give, 
Or elfe an unfu{pe£led glutton live ; 
If moderate fare and abftinence I prize 
In public, yet in private gormandize. 
Evander*s feaft reviv'd, to-day thou 'It ice i 
That poor Evander, I, and thou fhalt be 
Alcides and ^neas both to me. 
Mean time, I fend you now your bill of fare ; 
Be not furpriz'd, that 'tis all homely cheer : 
For nothing from the ihambles I provide. 
But from my own finall farm the tendered kid, 

And 
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And fattcft of my flock, a fuckling yet, 
That ne'er had nourilhmcnt, but from the teat; 
No bitter willow-tops have been its food. 
Scarce grafs ; its veins have more of milk than blood. 
Next that, fhall mountain 'fparagus be laid, 
PuU'd by fome plain, but cleanly, country maid. 
The largefl eggs, yet warm within their neft. 
Together with the hens which laid them, dreft ; | 
Clufters of grapes, prefervM for half a year. 
Which plump and frelh as on the vines appear j 
Apples of a ripe flavour, frefh and fair, , 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mellow*d by winter, from their cruder juice. 
Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenator : 
When the good Curius thought it no difgrace, 
With his own hands a few fmall herbs to drefs ; 
And from his little garden cull'd a feaft. 
Which fettcr'd flaves would now difdain to tafte 3 
For fcarce a (lave, but has to dinner now, 
The well-drefs'd paps of a fat pregnant fow. 

But heretofore 'twas thought a fumptuous treaty 
On birth-days, feftivals, or days of ftate 5 
A fait, dry flitch of bacon to prepare : 
If they had freih meat, 'twas delicious fare ! 
Which rai'ely happened : and 'twas highly priz'd 
If aught was left of what they lacrific'd. 
To entertainmtots of this kind would come 
The wonhieft and the greateft men in Rome ; 

I Nay, 
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Nay, feldom any at fuch treats was fccn. 

But thofc who had at Icaft thrice coniuis been; 

Or the dichtor's office bad difcharg'd, 

And now from honourable toil enlarg'd, 

Retii*d to huiband and manure their land. 

Humbling thcrrjfelvcs to thofc they might command. 

Then might y* have fecn the good old general hailc. 

Before th' appointed hour, to fuch a ftnfl ; 

His ipadc aloft, as 'twere in triumph held. 

Proud of the conqucftof fume ftubbr-rn field. 

'Twas then, when pious confuls bore thcfway. 

And vice, difcours^^'d, pile and trembling lay. 

Our Ccnfors then were fubjecl to tije law, 

Ev'n Power iticif of Juftirc ftood in awe. 

It was not then a Roman's anxious thought. 

Where largeft tcrtoirc-fi'.elis were to be bought. 

Where pe;irls might of the grcateft price 1 

And fhining jeucL to adorn his btd. 

That he at vaii: cxpencc might loll his 1 

Plain was his couch, and only rich his mind ; 

Contentedly he flept, as cheaply as he din*d. 

The foldier then, in Grecian arts unlkii'd. 

Returning rich with plunder from the field; 

If cups of filver or of gol<f be brought. 

With jewels fct, and cxqiiifitely wrought. 

To glorious tnappings ftraight the plate he turned. 

And with the glittering fpoil his horfe adorned; 

Or el (e a helmet for himfelf be made. 

Where various warlike figures were inlaid : 
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price be had, '^ 

i. \ 
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The Roman wolf Cuckliog die twtns was'tbcre, : 
And Mars himfclf, arm'd with his (hield and ipear. 
Hovering above his creft, did dreadful ilioWsf. 
As threatening death to each refiiiing foe. 
No ufc of filver, but itt arms, was known ; 
Splendid they were in war, and thcr< alone. , 
No fide-boards then with gilded plate w«redrels'd> 
No fvvcating ihvcs with maffive di&es pre&'d ; 
Expenfivc riot was not underftood. 
But earthen platters held their homeJy food, . 
Who would not envy them that age of blils. 
That fees with fiiame the luxury of this ? - 
Heaven unwearied then did bleiHngs pour. 
And pitying Jove foretold each dangerous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the god, 
He fnufPd their ineenfe with a gracious nod ; 
And would have ftill been bounteous, as>of old. 
Had wc not left him for that idol gold. 
His golden ftatues hence the god have driven : 
For well l*c knows, wliere our devotion 's given. 
'Tis gold we wor&ip, though we pray to heaven. 
Woods of our own aflbrdcd tables then, 
Though none can pleale us now but from Japan. 
Invite my lord to dine, and let him have 
The niceft di(h his appetite can crave ; 
But let it on an oaken board be (et> 
His lordnrip mil grow fkk, knd cannot eat : 
Something *s amifs> he" knows not what to think, 
Either your Teaif(>ik Vnmk, or ointments ftink. 

Ordtr 



1 



76 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

Order fome other table to be brought, 

Something, at great cxpence in India bought. 

Beneath whofe orb large yawning panthers lie, 

Canr*d on rich pedeftals of ivory : 

He finds no more of that ofienfive fmell. 

The meat recovers, and my lord grows well. 

An ivory table is a certain whet ; 

You would not think how heartily he '11 eat. 

As if new vigour to his teeth were fent, 

Ry fympathy from thofe o* th* elephant. 

But fuch fine feeders are no guefts for me : 
Riot agrees not with frugality ; 
Then, that unfaihionable man am I, 
With me they *d ftarve for want of ivory : 
For not one inch does my wlioie houfe afford. 
Not in my very tables, or chefs -board j 
Of bone the handles of my knives are made, 
Yet no ill tafte from thence aflfe£ls the blade, 
Or <Vhat I carve ; nor is there ever left 
Any unfavoury haut-goikt from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wholefome meat 
You '11 find, but ferv'd up in no formal ilate ; 
No fewers nor dextrous carvers have I got, 
Such as by ikilful Trypherus are taught : 
In whofe fam'd fchools the various forms Appear 
Of filhes, beads, and all the fowls o' th* air; 
And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars learn 
How to dilTefl, and the nice joints difcern ; 
While all the neighbours are with noife oppreft, 
Frf m the harih carving of his wooden feaft. 

On 
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On me attends a raw unlkilful lad. 
On fragments fed, in homely garments dad. 
At once my carver, and my Ganymede ; 
With diligence he *11 fcnre us while we dine. 
And in plain beechen ^cflels fill our wine. 
No beauteoDS boys I keep, from Phrygia brought. 
No catamites, by ihameful pandars taught : 
Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 
Vnikill'd in any but their mother-tongue j 
Alike in feature both, and garb appear, 
With honed faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 
This day thou (halt my rural pages fee. 
For I have dreft them both to wait on thee. 
Of country ftvains they both were born, and one 
My ploughman's iS) t* other my fhepherd's fon j 
A chearful fweetnefs in his looks he has, 
And innocence unartful in his face : 
Though fometimes (adnefs will o*ercaft the joy^ 
And gentle fighs break from the tender boy ; 
His abfence from his mother oft he '11 mourn. 
And with his eyes look i;^fhes to return ; 
Longing to fee his tender kids again. 
And feed his lambs upon the flowery plain ; 
A modeft bluih he wears, not form'd by art. 
Free from deceit his face, and full as free his heart. 
Such looks, fuch bafhfulnefs, might well adorn 
The cheeks of youths that are more nobly bom j 
But noblemen thofe humble graces fcom. 
This youth to-day fhail my fmall treat attend. 
And only he with wine ihall ieive my friend. 

With 
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With wine from his.4wn country hrorvght Mtd made 
!From the (kmit vines, beneath whofc fraitftil ihide 
<Hc and his wamon^kids haveotften f»lay*d. 
But you, ,pcriaap«, crpedba nrodilli feaift, 
With amorous ibngs and wantoodaboos grac*d ; 
Wh^ fpri^ly fcmaios, to the middle bare, 
Trip lightly o*er the ground, andfrSfk in air ; 
Whofe pliant limbs m various poftmies viove, 
And twine and bGund as in the rdge of love. 
Such fights thcl^ftguid serves to a6tion ftir, 
And jaded luft fprings forward with this ipur. 
Virtue would flirink to hear this lewdneis told. 
Which huibands now do with thpir wives belwJd | 
A needful help, tomakethem both approve 
The dry embraces of long wedded love. 
In nuptial cinders* this revives die Brc, 
And turns their mutualloathing to dcike. 
But (he, who by l»er fex's charter muil 
Havi^ double plcaiurepaid, feels double lull ; 
Apace (he warms witli an inuooderatc heat. 
Strongly her boibm heaves, 9f%d pulfes beat ; 
With glowing checks and trembling lips ihelies^ 
With arms. eKpanded, and witli naki;d th^h&j 
Sucking in jKiifieQ both at eass and oye«« 
But fthi»4»ooQmes iiot tbe nor my oAate i 
Thefe ar/B tile vicious follies of tlie great. 
l^t him,- who deies en ivory tables dine, 
Whofe marble floors with drunken ^wiingsihiaei* 
Let him l^mousfongs and dances have, 
Whichi or. to £bc, iuhux,. cb^ iewdcftilave. 
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The vileft'ptxjfttttite in all the ftews, 
With bafhft4 Iridignation would refufe. 
But fortune, there, Extenuates the crime } 
What *s vise in tne, is only mirth 1^ him : 
The fruits whiA murcler, cards, or dice' afford, 
A veftal ravifhM,'or a matron vhor*d, 
Are laudable di^xrlions in a lord. 

Birt: my poor entertainment is dc^ign'd 
T' afford you pleaftires of another l^ind : 
Yet with yOur tallcyoliT hearing fhall be fed. 
And Homer's fecwd fines and Virgil's read ; 
Either of whom does all mankind excel, 
Though which exceeds theothcmonc can tell." 
It matters not witli what ifl tone they ^re fung, 
Verfe fo fublimely good no voice can ttrong. 

Now then be all thy weighty care6 aw^,^ 
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Thy jealoufies and fears 5 and, while you may. 

To peace and ^ (oft repeie give all the day. 

From thoughts of debt, or any worldly HI, 

Be free ; be all Vmeafy palSon fhll. 

What tRough thy wife do with the morning light 

( Wlicn thow in vain 'haft toilM and drodg'd all night) 

Steal fit>ia4hy Iwd and houfe, abroad to roam, 

And, having quench'd her flame, come breathlefs "horned 

Fleck'd in her face, and with difordcr*d hair. 

Her garments ruffled, and her bofbm bare ; 

With cars dill tingling, and her eyes on fire. 

Half drown'd in fin, ftill burning in ddire : 

Whilft you are forc'dto wink, and fbcm content 

Soling with paifiooy which you dare not vent ; 
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Nay, if you would be free from ni^t-alarais, 
You muft feem fond, and doating on her charms^ 
Take her (the laft of twenty) to your arms.. 
Let this, and every other anxious thought. 
At th' entrance of my threfhold be forgot ; 
All thy domeftic griefs at home be left, 
The wife*8 adultery, with the fervants* theft ; 
And (the moil racking thought which can intrude) 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude. 
Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin. 
While Megalenfianihows are in the Circus feen : 
There (to the bane of horfes) in high date 
The Praetor fits on a triumphal (cat ; 
Viunly with enfigns and with robes adorn 'd. 
As if with con^uefk from the wars return'd. 
This day all Rqme, (if I may be allowed. 
Without offence to fuch a numerous crowd. 
To fay all Rome) will in the Circus iweat; 
Echos already do their ihouts repeat ; 
Methinks I hear the cry-*-'< Away, away, 
** The green have won the honour of the day.'* 
Oh, ihould thefe fports be but one year forbom» 
Rome would in tears her lov'd diveriion mourn { 
For that would now a caufe of forrow yield» 
Great as the lofs of Cannae fatal field. 
Such fhows as thefe were not for us defiga'dy 
But vigorous youth to a£Uve fjports indin'd. 
On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe. 
While round our heads lefreihing ointsacnt flows ; 

Our 
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Our aged limbs we *11 baflt in Phoebus* rays, 
And live this day devoted to our eafe. 
Early to-day we 'II to the bath repair. 
Nor need we now the common cenfure fear : 
On feftivals it is allowed no crime 
To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 
But that continued, would a loathing give. 
Nor could you thus a week together Jive : 
For frequent ufe would the delight exclude : 
Fleafure *s a toil when coniUmtly purfucd. 
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Q^UEEN MARY, 

Upon her Majefty's coming to fee the Old Batch£*> 
iOR, after having feen the Double-Dealer. 

"O Y this rcpeateil aft of grace, we fee 

^-^ Wit is again the care of Majefty ; 

And while thus honoured our proud ftagc appcv^j 

We fecm to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus flourilh*d wit in our forefathers* age. 

And thus the Roman and Athenian Aage. 

Whofe wit is bcft, we'll not prefume to tell | 
But this we know, our audience will excell : 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, feen 
^ f aur a drcle^ and fo bright a Quee^, 

G loj3|; 
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Long has the Mufes' lund hetm oveicail) 
And many rough aa<i (kotmf vrinters paft j 
Hid from the world, and tfaroMrn in fliades of m^t^ 
Of heat deprivM, xnd almeft void of light : 
While Wit, a hardy pbnt, of nature bold, 
Has (Iruggled fhrongly with the kitiing cold : 
So does it flill dirougfa oppofition grow. 
As if its root was wanner kept by fnow : 
But when fhot forth, then drawi the danger neari > 
On every fide the gathering winds appear^ . . f 
And blails deftroy that fruit, which frofts would fpare. J 
"B^ noW| new vigour and new life it knows, 
^d warmth that from this royal prefcnce flows, 

O would ihe fhine with rays more frequent here ! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then, Kke the fute, vvWi pleaiUre {bit mi^t view 
The fmiling earth, cloathM by her beams anew. 
Oer Ail the me«ds, fbould tarious flovveirs be fees 
Mtx'd virieh the laurel's never-fading green. 
The new creation of a gracious Queen. 
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EPILOGtrfe 

At the Openiftg of ^ 

tJUEEN'S THEATRE, ZN THE HAY-MARRET, 

WITH AN ITALIAN PASTORAL. 

TX7"Hatcver future fete our houfc may find> 
^^ Aft prefent we ej^ft you Iboul^ be kin^; 
InConftancy itfelf can claim no right, 
Before enjoyment and the ^edging-night. 
You muft be fix*d a little ere you range, 
You*mttft be true till you bwiR time to changt. 
A week, at leaft ; one night is Aire too foon t 
But we pretend not to a honey-moon. 
To novelty we know yoti can be true, 
But what, alas ! or who, is always new } 

This day, without prefumption, we pretend 
With novelty entire you *re entertained 5 
For not alone our houfe and fcenes are new. 
Our fong and dance, but cv'n our aftors too. 
Our play itfelf has fomething in't uncommon. 
Two faithful lovers, and one conftant woman. 
In fweet Italian ftrains our fhephcrds fing, 
Of harmlefs loves our painted forefts ring. 
In notes, perhaps, lefs foreign than the thin?. 
To (bund and fhow at firft we make pretence. 
In time we may regale you with feme fenfb, 
But that, at prefent, vrcre too great expence.- 
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We only fear the beaux may think it hard. 
To be to-night from fmutty jefts debarred : 
But, in good -breeding, fure they ^11 once excufe 
Ev'n modefty, when in a ftrangcr-mufe. 
The day 's at hand when we ihall Ihift the fcene. 
And to yourfelves fhew your dear felves again : 
Paint the rcverfe of what you 'vc feen to-day. 
And in bold ftrokes the vicious town difplay. 

P R O L O G U 

T O 

PYR.RHUS KING OF EPIRUS. 



^^UR age has much improv*d the warrior's art ; 



For fighting, now, is thought the weakeft part 
And a good head, more ufeful than a heart, 
This way of war docs our example yield j 
That ftage will win, which longeft keeps the field 
We mean not battle, when we bid defiance ; 
But ftarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamp'd are by each other view'd j 
And thofe which firft are hungry, are fubdued. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifion t 
They conquer, who cut oflf the foes* provifion. 
Let fools with knocks and bruiles keep a pother. 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other j 
But, hold : will not the politicians tell us, 
7hat both gur coudu£t aad our forefight fail ui } 
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To raile recruits, and draw new forces down s 

Thusy in the dead vacation of the town^ 

To miiHer up our rhymes, without our reafoxif 

And forage for an audience out of feafon } 

Our author's fears muft this falfe ftep excuie | 

'Tis the firft flight of a juft-feather'd Mufe : 

TIT occaiion ta'en, when critics are away ; 

Half wits and heaux, thofe ravenous birds of prey. 

But, heaven be prais'd, far hence they vent their wratllf ' 

Mauling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath* 

Thus does our author his firft flight commoice 1 

Thus, againft friends at firft, with foih ^^'e fence : 

Thus prudent Gimcrack try'd if he were able 

(Ere he'd wet foot) to ivvim upon a table. 

Then iparc the youth ; or, if you'll damn the pfay, . 

Let him but firft have his, then take your day, 

JEPILOGUE 

TO 

OROONOKO. 

yjT O U fee we try all fliapes, and fliifts and arts, 
•*• To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts. 
We weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together. 
Like rain and funfhine mix'd9 in April weather. 
Your difierent taftes divide our poet's cares : 
One foot the fock, t' other the buikia^weart : 

62 Thi*- 
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Thus while he ftrives to pkafe, he's fbrc'd to do^'tf 

Like Volfcius, hip-hop^ in a liagle boot. 

Criticks, ^'ksowft, for tiiis may damn hi« books r 

But he makes feafts for fnends^ and not for cooks. 

Though eijratic^knights of l»te no farour find. 

Sure you wiH be to ladieaHei^raBt kind. 

To follow fame, knights-errant indce ptokBiotk z- 

We damiel^ fly, to &Ye our reputation : 

JSa tjiey, their valour (how ; Vve^ (Arr dtfi:ietioB. 

To lands of monfters and fierce beafts they g6 : 

We to thofe iflands where fich hiiiibands grow : 

Thou^ they 're no moteifters, we may make them i 

If they're of Bnglidi gni»>nr^» ^y'U^bear't with 

patience : 
Sut fi.Te i!ts from a ^poufe of Oroonoko's nations ! 
Then blefs your ftars, you happy London wives. 
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindncfs, 
Wh6 thought her hufband kill'd^her out of kindnefk 
Death with a huiband ne'er had Ihewn fuch charms. 
Had ihe once died within a lover's arms. 
Her error was from ignorance proceeding : 
Poor foul ! ihe wanted fome of our town-breeding ! 
Forgive this Indian's fondaefs of 'her (poufe ; 
Their law no chriftian liberty allows : 
Alas ! they make a confcience of their vows ! 
If virtue in a heathen be a fault ; 
Then damn the heathen fchooi where ihe was taught* 
She might have learn'd to cuckold, jilti and -iham, 
H#d Covent-Garden been i^ Svnnam. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. 

A COMEDY, WRITTJENT BY MR. J.DRYPEN, JUK. 

'Tn HIS year has been remapkable two ways, 
-*■ For blooming poets, and for blaftcd plays t 
We *ve been by much appearing plenty mock'd^ 
At onoe both tantaliz'd and over-ftock'd". 
Our authors too, by their diccefs of late. 
Begin to think third -^ays are out of date. 
"What can the cairfe be, that our plays vfati*t keep 
Unlcfsrtheyiiave a tot ibme years like flieep? 
For our parts, we confefs, we 're quite a^^m'd^ 
To read (uch weekly biHs of poets damn'd. 
Each parifh knows *tis but a mournful cafe 
Whtn chrhtenings fa'll, and funerals increafc. 
Thus 'tis, and rfius *r\viH be when we are dead, 
TheA wJll be writers wkiich will ne'er be read. 
Why will you be fuch wits, and wriee fuch things > 
You *re wttling to be wafps, but want the-fthigs. 
Let not your fplcen provoke you to that height, 
'Qdslife you don't knOw what you db, firs, when yo» 

'^ write. 
You *1I fitid thatPegafus has tricks, when try*d, 
Though you make nnthmg on *t, but up and ride j 
LMiiei and all, I'faitb, now get aibide* 
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Contiiving chara6brs, and fccnes, and plots, 
1» grown as common fiow, as knitting knots : 
With the fame eafc, and negligence of thought, 
The charming play is wnt, and fringe is wrought. 
Though this be frightful, yet we're more afraid. 
When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade s 
Thus far *tis well enough, if here 'twould ftop, 
'But ihould they write, we muft e*en Ihut up fkop. 
How fliall we make this mode of writing (ink ? 
A mode, faid I ? 'tis a difeafe, I think, 
A ftubborn tetter that *s not cur'd with ink. 
Por dill it fpreads, 'till each th' infe6iion takes. 
And feizes ten, for one that it forfakes. 
Our play to-day is fprung from none of thefe j 
Kor ihould you damn it, though it docs not pleafcj 
Since bom without the bounds of your four feas 
Por if you grant no favour as 'tis new. 
Yet as a (granger, there is fomething due : 
trom Rome (to try its fate) this play was fent ; 
Start not at Rome ! for there 's no popery meant ; 
Though there the poet may his dwelling chufe. 
Yet ftill he knows his country claims his Mufe. 
Hither an offering his firft-bom he fends, 
Whofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may be ihown. 
As due to greater merit than his o^vn, 
And begs the fire may for the fon atone. 
There 's his laft refuge, if the play don't take. 
Yet ipare young Dryden for his father's fake* 
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A VERY GOOD WIFE» 

A COMEDY, BY POWELL. 

SPOKEN BY MR. HAINES. 

TTERE's a young fellow here — an a6^or— Powell— . 
•■■ -*■ One whofe perfon, perhaps, you all may know well ; 
And he has writ a play— this very play 
Which you are all come here to fee, to-day j 
And fo, it being an ufual thing, to fpeak 
Something or other', for the author's fake. 
Before the play (in hopes to make it take) 
I 'm come, being his friend and fellow-player, 
To fay what (if you pleafe) you *re like to hear. 
Firft know, that favour which I'd fain have Ihown, 
I a(k not for, in his name, but my own ; 
For, without vanity, I 'm better known. 
Mean time then, let me beg you would forbear 
Your cat-callsy and the inihruments of war. 
For mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall. 
Before your roaring gods deftroy us all ! 
I 'U fpeak with words fweet as diftilling honey, 
With ivords>»>as if I meant to borrow money % 

Fair^ 
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Fair, gentle firs, moftfoft alluring beaux, 
..Tttbk 'tis a lady, that lor pity fues. 
Bright ladies — but to gain the ladies grace, 
I think I need no more than ihew my face. 
Next then, you authors, be not you fevere j 
•Why, tvhat a (warm c^f fcribblers have we here f 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, fevcn, eight, nine, ten. 
All in one row, and brothers of the pen. 
AU would be poets j well, your favour^s due 
To this day^s author, for he *s one of you* 
Among the few which are of noted fame, 
I 'm iafe ; for I myfelf am one of them. 
You 've feen n^e fmpak at Will's among the wits j 
I'm witty too, as tlvey are— that *s by fits. 
Now, you, our city frieJids, who hither come 
By three o'clock, to make fure elbow-room : 
While fpoufe, tuckt--up, does in her pattens trudge it,^ 
With handkerchief of prqg, like trull with budget. 
And here, by tume, you eat plimib-cake and judge i 
P»y be you kind, kt me your grace importune. 
Or elfe — egad, I'll tell you all your fortune. 
Well now, I have but one thiag more to iay^ 
And tha^ 's in reference to our third day ; 
An odd requeft— "Onay he you *11 think it fo; 
Pray come, wJiether y<xa like the play or ao : 
And if you *11 ftay, we ihall be glad to fcye you. 
If not — k^^ your haJi^cfowAs, and j^ea^pb^ wi' you I 

PRO- 



eit,^ 
jet, I 
lit I J 



y R o L o GUI; 

To the Court oi> the 
QUEEN'S BIRTH-DAT, 1704. 

TH E happy Muie, to thh high fccne prcferrd, 
Hereaftjbr ftall in loftier ftrains he hcatrd 1 
And, {baring to tranfcend her tt(tiat tfietne. 
Shall fing of viitue and heroie ftrnie. 
No longer fliaill ihe toil upob the (hige> 
And fruitlefs war with vice and folly ^vage j 
No more in mean difguife fhe ihal! appear, 
And fhapes flie would reform be forc'd to wear r 
While ignorance and malice join to blame, 
A nd break the mirror that rcflefts their ftamre. 
Henceforth he (hall purfue a nobler talk, 
Shew her bright virgin face, and fcorn the Satyr's maik«. 
Happy her future days ! which are defign^d 
Alone to paint the beauties of the mind» ' 

By juft originals to draw with care. 
And copy from the court a faultlefs- fan: r 
Such labours with fuccefs her hopes may crown. 
And ihame to manners an incorrigible town. 

While this defign her eager thoughts purfues. 
Such various virtues all around ihe views. 
She knows not where to fix, or which to chufe. 
Yet, ftill ambitious of the daring flight, 
QVS Oxily awes her with fuperior light. 

From 
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Trom that attempt the confcious Muie retires, 

Nor to inimitable worth afpires : 

"Bctt fecretiy applauds, and filently admires* 

Hence (he reflefts upon the genial ray 
That firft enlivened this aufpicious day : 
On that bright itar, to whofe indulgent power 
We owe the bleflings of the prefent hour. 
Concurring omens of propitious fate 
Bore* with one (acred birth, an equal date i 
Whence we derive whatever we ipofftCsf 
By foreign conqueft, or domeftic peace. , 

Then, Britain, then thy dawn of blifs begun : 
Then broK^ the mom that lighted -up this fun f 
Then was it doom'd whofe councils (hould fucceed$ 
And by who(e arm the chrifiian world be freed ; 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain*d to yield, 
And then the battle won at Blenheim's glorious field* 
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TEARS 

O F 

AMARYLLIS FOR AMYNTAS,].: 
A PASTORAL, 

Lamenting the Death of the 
LATE LORD MARQUIS OF BLANDFORD. 

Inicribed to the Right Hon. the Lord GodolphjNj 
Lord High-Trcafurer of England. 

** Qualis populei moerens Philomela fub umbri 

** Amiflbs queritur foetus — 

** ■ miferabile Carmen 

•* Integral, & moeftis late loca queftibus implct,'* 

ViRG. Gcor. 4« 

*rTi WAS at the time, when new-returning light 
-■- With welcome rays begins to chear the fight ; 
When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay. 
And warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 
When woolly flocks their bleating cries renew^ 
And from their fleecy fides firft fhake the filver dapr* 

'Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly feir, 
WOMfkddd with grief; and wild >Yith her defpair, 

Foiibok 
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Forfook her myrtle bovver and rofy bed. 

To tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas dead. 

Who had a heart fo hard, that heard her cries 

And ()kl not we^ ? who fi*ch relentkefs eyes ? 

Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego. 

And dumb diibnefs and new compaifion (how ; 

As taught by her to taftc of human woe. 

Nature herfdf attentive ^ence kept. 

And motion, fepm'4 fufpen4ed tyhile (he wept j 

The rifing fun reftrain'd his fiery courfe. 

And rapid rivers liften'd at their fonrce ; 

Ev*n Echo fear'd to catch the flying found. 

Left repetition Ihotdd her accents drown j 

The very mornin|;-wind with-held his breeze, 

l«ft)r fannM with fragrant wings the noifclefs trees { 

As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

And in the grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 

No noifc, no whifpering figh, no murmuring groaa, 

Pitfum'd to mingle with a mother's moan ; 

Her cries alone her anguifh could exprcfs, 

AIJ other mourning would have made it lefs. 

*** Hear me,** flie cried, " ye nymphs and fylvan gods, 
** Inhnbitants of theie oace-lov'd abodes i 
^' Hesir my diftrefs, and lend a pitying ear, 
*' Hear my complaint— you would not hear jny prayer; 
** The lofs which you prevented not, deplore, 
<< And mourn with me Amyntas now no more. 

''•Have I not caufe, ye cruel powers, to mourn ? 
^ Lives there like me another wretck foriora ; 
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<< Tell me, thou fun that round the world doft ihinet 
*' Hail thou beheld another lots like mine } 
*' Ye wiadsy who on your wings fad accents bear, 
« And catch the founds of farrow and defpair, 
" Tell me if e'er your tender pinions bore 
** Such weight of woe, fuch deadly fighs, before ? 
** Tell me, thou earth, on whole wide-fprcading baie 
" The wretched load is laid of human race, 
** Doft thou not feel thyfelf wich me oppreft ? 
** Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy bread ? 
** When hoary winter on thy ihrinking head 
" His icy, cold, deprefliBg hand has laid, 
** Haft thou not felt lefs chillnefs in thy veins ? 
" Do I not pierce thee with more freezing pains ^ 
*' But why to thee do I relate my W9e, 
** Thou cruel earthy my moft remorielefs foe, 
** Within whofe darkibme womb the grave is made^ 
** Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 
** What is 't to me, though on thy naked head 
*' Eternal winter fliould his horror fhed, 
*' Though all thy nerves are numb'd with endlefs froll, 
** And all thy hopes of future ^ring were loft ? 
*« To me what comfort can the fpring afford ? 
*' Can my Amyntas be \vith fpring reftor'd ? 
"l^an all the rains that fall from weeping (klesa 
*' Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies ? 
'** No, never ! never ! — Say then, rigid earth, 
* What is to me thy cverlafting dearth ? 
*• Though never flower again its head ihould rear, 
^ Tbough aever tree again ihould blolTom bear, 
' ' . ' " Though 
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** Though never grafs fliould cloath the naked ground, 

*« Nor ever healing plant or Avholibme herb be found. 

«< None, none were found when I bewail'd their want ; 

•< Nor wholfome herb was found, nor healing plant, 

♦« To eafe Amyntas of his cruel pains, 

" In vain I fearch'd the valleys, hills and plains ; 

** But wither'd leaves alone appear'd to view, 

** Or poifonous weeds diftilling deadly dew. 

** And if fome naked ftalk, not quite decayed, 

** To yield a frelh and friendly bud effay'd, 

** Soon as I ireach'd to crop the tender fhoot, 

*« A fhrieking mandrake kill'd it at the root. 

*' Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every wood, 

•* Who iat the prodigy aflonifli'd flood, 

** Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 

•* What Ihowers of unavailing tears ye flied ; 

** Ho^ each ran fearful to his mofly cave, 

** When the laft gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 

'* For then the air was fiU'd with dreadful cries, 

** And fudden night o'erlpread the darkened Ikies ; 

** Phantoms, and fiends, and wandering fires appear'd^ 

** And fcreams of ill-prefaging birds were heard. 

** The foreft fliook, and flinty rocks were cleft, 

<* And frighted flreams their wonted channels left ; 

" With frantic grief overflowing fruitful ground, • 

** Where niany a herd and harmlefs fwain was drowii*d{ 

« While r forlorn and defolate was left, 

'* Of every help, of every hope bereft ; 

<< To every element expos'd I lay, 

•• And to my griefs a more dcfencelefs prey; 
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** For thee, Amyntas, all thefe pains were borne, 

*' For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs were tomi 

** For thee my foul to figh ihall never leav«y 

** Thefe eyes to weep, tliis throbbing heart to heave* 

" To mourn thy fall, I '11 fly the hated light, 

** And hide my head in (hades of endlefs night : 

*< For thou wert light, and life, and health to me ; 

** The fun but thanklefs fliines that fhcws not thee. 

** Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young * 

" The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue } 

" Did ever branch fo fweet a bloKTom bear } 

** Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 

*' Did ever youth fo far his years tranfcend ? 

" Did ever life fo immaturely end ? 

" For thee the tuneful fwains provided lays, 

" And every Mufe prepared thy future jhraifc* 

** For thee the bufy nymph ihi{^*d every grove, 

" And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove. 

<< But now, ah difmal change ! the tuneful throng 

" To loud lamentings turn the chearful fong. 

" Their pleafing talk the weeping virgins leave, 

'I And with unfinilh'd garlands flxevv thy grave* 

** There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 

** There grieving grow to earth, defpair, and die.'*" 

This faid, her loud complaint of force ihe ceas*d, 
Exccfs of grief her faultering fpecch fupprefe'd. 
Along the ground her colder limbs ihe laid, 
Where late the grave was for Amyntas made^ 
Then from her fwimming eyes began to pour 
Of foftly-falling rain a Hirer IhDwcri 

U Her 
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Her loofely-flowing hair, all radiant bright, 
L 0*cr-fpread the dewy grafs like ftreams of light : 
As if the fun had of his beams been (horn, 
And caft to earth the glories he had worn. 
A light fo lovely fad, fuch deep diftrefs, 
No tongue can tell, no pencil can cxprcfs. 

And now the winds, which had fo long been ftill. 
Began the fwelling air with (ighs to fill :♦ ' 
The water-nymphs, who motionlefs remain'd, 
Like images of ice, while ihe complain'd. 
Now loos'd their ftreams ; as when defcending rains 
Roll the fteep torrents headlong o*er the plains. 
The prone creation, who fo long had gaz'd, 
Charm'd with her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd. 
Began to roar and howl with hdrrid ypll, 
Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 
Nothing but groans and fighs were heard around. 
And Echo multiplied each mournful found. 

When all at once an univerfal paufe 
Of grief was made, as from fome fecret caufe* 
The balmy air with fragrant fcents was fiird, 
As if each weeping tree had gums diiliird. 
Such, if not fweeter, was the rich perfume 
Which fwift afcended from Amyntas* tomb : 
As^if th' Arabian bird her neft had fir'd. 
And on the fpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late wtis naked feen. 
Was fuddcD fpread with llvely-fpringing green i 
And AmariUis faw, with wondering eyes, 
A flowery bed^ wher^ fiie had wept, arifb j 

Thick 
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Thick as the- pearly drops the fair had flicd. 
The blowing buds advanced their purple head ; 
From every tear that fell, a violet grew, 
And thence their fweetnefs cam6, and thence their 
' mournful hui. 
Remember this, ye nymphs^ and gentle maids, 
When fblitude ye feek in gloomy Hiades ; 
Or walk on banks where filent waters flow. 
For there this lonely flower will love to grow. 
Think on Amyncas, oft as ye ihall ftoop 
To crop the iblks and take them foftly up. 
When in your fnowy necks their fweets you wear. 
Give a foft figh, and drop a tender tear : 
To lov*d Amyntas pay the tribute due. 
And blcfs his peaceful grave, where iirft they grew. 

TO C.YNTHIA, 
WEEPING, AND NOT SPEAKING. 



^TTH Y are thofe hours, which Heaven in pity lent 
^^ To longing love, in fruitlefs forrow (pent ? 
Why fighs my fair ? why does that bofom move 
With any paflion ftirr'd, but rifing love ? 
Can Difcontent find place within that breaft. 
On whofe foft pillows ev'n Defpair might reft ? 

H z Divide 
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Divide thy woes, and give me my lad part. 

I am no ftranger to an aching heart ; 

Too well I know the force of4uward grief. 

And well can bear it to give you relief: 

All Love's fevcreft pangs I can endure : 

I can bear pain, though hopelefs of a cure. 

I know what *tis to weep, and figh, and pray, 

To wake all night, yet dread the bi caking day 5 

I know what 'tis to wifli, and hope, and all in vain. 

And meet, for humble Love, unkind Difdain; 

Anger and Hate I have been forc'd to bear. 

Nay, Jeaioufy— and I have fek Ddpair. 

Thefe pains for you I have been forc*d to prove,- 

For cruel you, when I began to love. 

Till warm Compaffion took at length my part. 

And melted to my ^ih your yielding heart. 

O the dear hour, in which you did refign I 

When rpund my neck your willing arms did t%vinc. 

And, in a kifs, you faid your heait was mine. 

Through each returning year may that hour be 

Dif^inguiih'd in the rounds of all eternity ; 

Gay be the fun that hour in all his liglit, 

Let him coUeft the day to be more bright, 

Shine all that hour, and let the reft be night. 

And fhall I all this heaven of blifs receive 

From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve } 

Shall I, who Hourifli'd in ray breaft defire. 

When your cold fcom and frowns forbid the fire; 

Now when a mutual flame you have reveal'd, 

And the dear union of our fduls is fe^'d| 

When 
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When all my joys complete in you I find, 
Shall I not (hare the fbrrows of your mind > 
tell me, tell me all^— whence does arife 
This flood of tears ? whence are theie frequent fighs? 
Why does that lovely head, like a fair flower 
Opprefs'd with drops of a hard-falling fliower. 
Bend with its weight of grief, and feem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifs the root of woe > 
Lean on my breail, and let me fold thee faft, 
Lock'd in thefe arms, think all thy fornnvs paft j 
Or what remain think lighter made by me j 
So I fliould think, were I {q held by thee. 
Murmur thy plaints, and gently wound my ear^ j 
Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears j 
Join to my cheek thy cold and dewy face. 
And let pale grief to glowing love give place* 

fpeak— for woe in filence. moft appears ; 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Is there a caufe,' which words can not exprefs ? 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it lefs > 

1 know not what to think— am I in fault ? 

I have not, to my knowledge, err*d in thought. 
Nor wander'd from my love ; nor would I be 
Lord of the world, to live depriv'd of thee. 
You weep afrefli, and at that word you flart ! 
Am I to be depriv'd then ?— muft we part } 
Curie on that word fo ready to be fpoke. 
For through my lips, unmeant by me, it broke. 
Oh no, we mufl not, will not, can not part, 
And my tongue talks, uoproriTpted by my heart. 

H3 Yet 
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Yet fpeak, for my diftra£tion grows apace. 
And racking fears and reftlefs doubts- increafe ; 
And fears and doubts to jealoufy will turn. 
The hotted helly in which a heart can burn. 

A M O R E ' T. I 

I 
I. * I 

17 AIR Amoret is gone aflray ; I 

•*■ Purfue and feek her, every lover j ' 
I '11 tell the figns, by which you may 

The wandering ihepherdefs difcover* | 

n. I 

Coquet and coy at once her air, I 

Bbth ftudy'd, though both feem neglefbed j 

Carelefs ihe is with artful care, 
Afiedting to feem unafie£^ed. 

III. 

With (kill her eyes dart every glance. 

Yet change fo foon you *d ne'er fufpeft thera ; 
For Ihe 'd perfuade they wound by chance, 

Though certain aim and art dnt&. them. 
IV. 
She likes herfelf, yet others hates 

For that which in herielf fhe prizes i 
And, while ihe laughs at them, forgets 

She is x(ie thing that ihe defpiiet. 

LES- 
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WHEN Lefbia firft I faw fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpire, 
As bold as his who fnatch'd coeleftial fire. 
But foon as e*er the beauteous idiot fpoke. 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heaVd my wound» 
And what her eyes enthrall 'd her tongue unbound* 

DORIS. 

DOR I S , a nymph of riper age. 
Has every grace and art, 
A wife obferver to engage. 

Or wound a heedlefs heart. 
Of native bluih, and rofy dye. 

Time has her cheek bereft; 
Which makes the prudent nymph fupply 

With paint th' injurious theft. 
Her fparkling eyes flie ftill retains,* 

And teeth in good repair ; 
And her well-fumilh'd front difdains 

To grace with borrow'd hair. 
Of fi2c, {he is nor ihort, nor tall. 

And does to fat incline 
No more, than what the Eiench would call 

JUmakU £m^on£oittt. 

H4 Farther, 
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Farther, her perfon to difclofe 

I leave— let it fufficc. 
She has few faults, but what ihe knows. 

And can with ikill difguiie. 
She matoy lovers has refusM, 

With many more comply'd ; 
Which, like her cloaths, when little us*d, 

She always lays afide. 
She 's one, who looks with great contempt i 

Oh each affefled creatvu-e, 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt I 

From appetites of nature* 
She thinks they want or health or fenlc, * 

Who want an incUnMion { 
And therefore never takes oficnce 

At him who pleads his paiTion. 
Whom flie refufes, fhe treats ftill 

With fo much fweet behaviour. 
That her refufal, through her (kill. 

Looks almoft like a favour. 

Since ihe this (bftnefs can exprefs 

To thofe whom ihe'rejc^s, 
She muft be very fond, you '11 guefs, ^ 

Of fuch whom ihe afie£b : 
But here our Doris far outgoes. 

All that her iex have done ; 
She no regard for cuilom knowt , 

Which reaibn bids her ihim* 

By 
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By reafon her own reafon *s meant. 

Or, if you pleaie, her will : 
For, when this laft is difcontent, 

The firft is ferv'd but ill. 
Peculiar therefore is her way ; 

Whether by Nature taught, 
I (hall not undertake to fay. 

Or by Experience bought. 
But who o'er night obtained her grace, 

She can next day difown, 
And ftare upon the Grange man's face. 

As one fhe ne'er had known. 
So well Ihe can the truth difguife, , 

Such artful wonder frame. 
The lover or diftrufts his eyes. 

Or thinks 'twas all a dream. 
Sonie ccnfure this as lewd and low, ' 

Who are to bounty blind j 
For to forget what we beftow 

Befpeaks a noble mind. 
Doris our thank$ nor afks, nor needs : 

For all her favours done 
From her love flows, as light proceed* 

Spontaneous from the fun. 

On one or other ilill her fires 

Difplay their genial force ; 
And Ihe, like Sol, alone retires. 

To (bint elfewhere of courfe. 

3 TO 
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TO SLEEP. 
ELEGY. 

O Sleep ! thou flatterer of happy minds. 
How foon a troubled breaft thy falfehood finds ! 
Thou common friend, ofHcious in thy aid. 
Where no difttcfs is ihown, nor want betray'd r 
But oh, how fwift, how fure thou art to ihun 
The wretch, by fortune or by love undone I 
Where are thy gentle dews, thy fofter powers, 
Whichus'd to wait upon my midnight hours ? 
\Vhy doft thou ceafe thy hovering wings to fpread. 
With friendly fhade around my reftlfefs bed ? 
Can no complainings thy compaflion move > 
Is thy antipathy fo ftrong to love ! 
O no ! thou art the prb'fperous lover's friend, 
Apd doft uncaird his pleafing toils attend. 
With equal kindnefs, and with rival charms. 
Thy (lumbers lull him in his fair-one's arms 5 
Or from her bofom'-he to thine retires. 
Where footh*d with eafe the panting youth refpires. 
Till foft repofe reftore his drooping fcnfe, 
And Rapture is reliev'd by Indolence. 
But oh, what fortune does the lover bear, 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Defpair ? 
From racking thoughts by no kind (lumber freed, 
Butpaixvful nights his joy Ufs days fucceed* 

Btit 
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But why, dull god, do I of thee complain ? 
Thou didft not caufe, nor canft thou cafe my pain. 
Forgive what my diftrafting grief has faid ; 
I own, unjuftly I thy iloth upbraid. 
For oft I have thy profFer'd aid repell'd, 
And my relu6bnt eyes from reft with-held ; , 

Implor'd the Mufe to break thy gentle chain s> 
And fung with Philomel my nightly ftrains. 
With her I fing, but ceafe not with her fong. 
For m<^ enduring woes my days prolong. 
The morning lark to mine accords his note. 
And tunes to my diftrefs his warbling throat x 
Each fetting and each rifing fun I mourn. 
Wailing alike his abfence and return. 
And all for thee— what had I well-nigh faid ? 
Lee me not name thee, thou too-charming maid ! 
No — as the wing*d muficians of the grove, 
Th' affociates of my melody and love. 
In moving found alone relate their pain„ 
And notwith voice articulate complain; 
So (hall my Mufe my tuneful forrows fmg, 
And lofe in air her name from whom they fpring. 
O may no wakeful thoughts her mind molcft. 
Soft be her (lumbers, and flncere her reft ; 
For her, O Sleep, thy balmy fweets prepare j 
The peace I lofe for her, to her transfer* 
Huih'd as the falling dews, whofe noifclefs {bowers 
Imperle the folded leaves of evening flowers. 
Steal on her brow : and as thofe dews attend^ 
Till warn'd by waking day to re-afcend, 

'^ So 
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So wait thou for her mom ; then, gently rife. 
And to the world rellore the day-break of her eyes* 

TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
OCCASIONED BY L Y 's PICTURE. 

T Yield, O Kneller, to fuperior fkill, 
•■• Thy pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's quill : ^ 
If yet my vanquifh'd Mufe exert her lays, ^ 

It is no more tb rival thee, but praife. 

Oft have I try'd, with unavailing care, 
To trace fome image of the much-lov'd fair; 
But ftill my numbers ineffe£lual prov*d. 
And rather fhewM how much, than whom, I lov'd : 
But thy unerring hands, with matchlefs art, 
Have (hewn my eyes th* impreffion in my heart 5 
The bright idea both exifts and lives. 
Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives : 
Whofe daring point, not to the face confin*d^ 
Can penetrate the heart and paint the mind. 
Others fome faint refemblance may exprefs, 
Which, as *tis drawn by chance, we find by guefs. 
Thy piftures raife no doubts ; when brought to view. 
At once they *re known, and feem to know us too. 
Tranfcendent artifl ! how compleat thy flcill ! 
Thy power to aft is equal to thy will. 
Nature and art in thee alike contend. 
Not to oppofe each other> but befriend : 
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For what thy fancy has with fire defigti'd* 
Is hy thy (kill both temperM and refin'd. 
As in thy pi^hires light confents with fliadcy 
And each toother is fubfervient made ; 
Judgement and genius fo concur in thee. 
And borii unite in perfe6^ hannony. 

But after-daysy my friend, muft do thee right. 
And fet thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 
Fame due to vail defert is kept in (lore, 
Unpay'dy till the deferver is no more. 
Yet thou, in prefent, the heft part haft gaiaM, 
And frdpi the chofen few applaufe obtain'd : 
Ev'n he who beft could judge, and beft could praiicf 
Has high extoll'd thee in his deathlefs lays | 
Ev'n Dryden has immortalized thy name ; 
Let that alone fuffice thee, think that fame. 
Unfit I follow where he led the way, 
And court applaufe by what I feem to pay. 
Myfelf I praife, while I thy praife intend. 
For 'tis fome virtue, virtue to commend ; 
And next to deeds which our own honour raife. 
Is to diftinguiih them who merit praife. 

TO A CANDLE. 

ELEGY. 

THOU watchful taper, by whole filent light 
I lonely pafs the melancholy night ; 
Thou faithful witnefs of my fecret pain. 
To whom alone I venture to complain ; 

OlearA 
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O learn with me, my hopclcft love to moan j 
Commiferate a life Co like thy own. 
Like thine, tfiy flames to my deftru^on turn. 
Wailing that heaitby which fupply'd they burn. 
Like thine, my joy and fuffering they difplay ; 
At once are figns of life, and fymptoms of decay. 
And as tiiy fearful flames the day decline, 
And only during night prefume to fhine i 
Their humble rays not daring to afpire 
Before the fun, the fountain of their fire : 
So mine, with confcious ihame, and equal awe. 
To (hades obicure and folitude withdraw ; * 

Kor 4are their light before her eyes difclofe, 
From whpfe bright beams their being firft arofe* 
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OVID'S THIRD BOOK 

OF THE 

ART OF LOVE. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENG LISH VERSE. 

W H /p R E I N . 

He recommends the Rules and Inftrudtions to the '.^ 

Fair Sex, in the Conduft of their Amours: f" 

After having already compofed Two Books for ▼ 
the Ufe of Men upon the fame Subject. 

' I 'HE men arc armM, and for the fight prepare ; 
-*• And now we mull inftnift and arm the hxr* 
Bpth (exes, well appointed, t^dce the field. 
And mighty Love determine which fhall yield. 
Man were ignoble, when thus arm'd, to (how 
Unequal force againft a naked foe : 
No glory from Aich conqueft can be galn'd* 
And odds are always by the brav^ difdain'd. 

But fomc exclaim, " What frenzy rules your mind ^ 
« Would you incrcafe the craft of woman -kind I 
"** Teach them new wiles and arts ! As well you may 
<* Inftru£l a Ihake to bite, or wolf to prey." 
But, fure, too hard a cenfure they purfue. 
Who charge on all the failing of a few* 

Examine 
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Examine firft impartially each h\r. 
Then, as (he merits, or condemn, or (pare. 
If Menelaus, and the king of men. 
With juftice of their fifter-wives complain ; 
If falfe Eriphyle foribok her £iitb. 
And for reward procured her huiband's death ; 
Penelope was loyal ftill, andchafte, { 

Though twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd, 
Refied how Laodama*s truth w^s try*d, 
Who, though in bloom of youth, and beauty's pride> 
To (hare her huiband's fate, untimely dy*d. 
Think how Alcefte's piety was prov*d. 
Who loft her life to fave the man fhe lov'd« 
Receive me, Capaneus, Avadne cry'd 5 , 

Nor Deadi itfelf our nuptials fhall divide : I 

To join thy alhes, plea»!d I ihall expire ,* ' 

She (aid, and leap'd amid the funeral fire. 
Virtue herfelf a goddefs we confefs. 
Both female in her name and in her dreis ; 
No wonder then, if to her fex inclin'd. 
She cultivates with care a female mind. 
But thefe exalted fouls exceed the reach 
Of that foft art which I pretend to teach. 
My tender bark requires a gentle gale, 
A little wind will fill i little fail. 
Of (porcive Loves I fing, and fliew what ways 
The willing nymph muft ufe her blifs to raifc. 
And how to captivate the man fhe'd pleafe. 
Woman is foft, and of a tender hearty 
Apt to receivei and to retain^ love's dart : 
^ Maa 
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Man has a breaft robuft, and more fecure, 

It wounds him not fo deep, nor hits Co fure. 

Men oft are falfe ; and, if you fearch with carcj 

You '11 find lefs fraud imputed to the. fair. 

The faithlefs Jafon from Medea fled. 

And made Creufa partner of his bed. 

Bright Ariadne, on an unknown &ore. 

Thy atiience, pcrjur'd Thefeus, did deplore. 

If then, the wild inhabitants of air 

Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear. 

It was not owing, Thefeus, to* thy care. 

Enquire the caufe, and let Dcmophoon tell, 

Why Phyllis by a fate untimely feU. 

Nine times, in I'ain, upon the promis'd day, 
^ She fought th* appointed Ihorp, and view'd the fca : 

Her fall the fading trees confent to mourn. 
And flied their leaves round her lamented urn. 

The prince fo far for piety renown*d. 
To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 
To thee forlorh and languifhing with grief. 
His fword alone he left, thy laft relief^ 
Ye ruinM nymphs, fhall I the caufe impart 
Of all your woes ? *Twas want of needful art. 
Love of itfelf, too quickly will expire ; 
But powerful Art perpetuates dtfire. 
Women had yet their ignorance bcwail'd. 
Had not this art by Venus been reveal'd. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs flionc, 
And thui ihe faid j " What have poor women done ? 
I " Why 
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** Why is that weak, defepjeclcfs fe» cxpoeV, 

•* On every Bde^ by men well ann'd, anclos'^ ? 

^ Twice are the ittea lnftru£led by the Mu(e 

^' Nor wm& ihe now to teach the £ex refufe. 

•* The Bard, wha ii^\ur*d Heko in hh Hbng^ 

^ Recanted after, and rfidft£^*d die wrong. 

** And yon, if on my favour yoh depend* 

'^ The cao&ofwomeity while you live, de£end.'* 

This faid, a myrtle fpi%, which jbenies bore 

She gave me (for a myrtle wrea(h ihe wore). 

The gift received, my ienfe enlightened grew. 

And from hcrpreieiice inijiiratioa drew. 

Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock uneonfin'd. 

And hear my precepts, whil^ &c prompts my iiiin<f ; 

£vf n now, in bloom of youth, aod beauty's pnff^. 

Beware of coming age, nor wafie your tijiie t 

Now, while you may, and ripening years invita. 

Enjoy the (eaibnable, fweet delist : 

For rolling years, like fiealing waters, glide j 

Nor hope to iftop their ever nebbing tide : 

Think, nor hereafter will the iofs repay i 

For every morrow will the taftc decay. 

And leave left reli& than the former day. 

I 've feen the time, when, on that witber*d thorn, 

The blooming roie vy'd with the blufliing morn. 

With fragrant wreaths I thence have deck'd my heady 

And fee how leaflefs now, and how decayed I 

And you, who now thp love-ilck youth reje^, 

Will prove, in age, what pains atte^id negk£l« 

Noner 
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Vone^ tfaeiiy wBl pseft vpttn yoar midiiig(kt1ioiirhy 
Nor wake, . to fiiew yoar fireet with moming flowers. 
Then nighdj kftockkigs at yaior door will ccsfe. 
Whole noifelefs haauneK, jthftDr, may mft ia peace* 

Alas, hMrarfocm a clear comptexion fa^es ! 
How foon a wrinkled &ui plump flefli invadei { 
And what avails it, thoagk the £air«^one ^Mneaia 
She from her infaacy ^obA ibme pty hairs 1^ 
She grows all hoary in a few more yearsy^ 
And then the venerajble truth appear*. 
The fnake his ikm, the 4etr his horfts may taft. 
And both renew thetr youth and vigours pad : 
But BO receipt can human-kind relie^y 
Doom'd to idecrepit age uQthout x^pne^e. 
Then crop the fiower which i^et invites your eye. 
And which, uhgather'd>'on its fialk mult die. 
Ikildes, the tedder fex is fosm'd to bear. 
And frequent births too ibon will youth impair : 
Continual harvtft weari the fruitful £eld> 
And earth itfelf decays too often till'd. 
Thou didft not, Cynthia, icorn the Latmian Iwain i 
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus dizain ; 
The Paphian queen > who, for Adonis' fate 
So deeply mourn 'd, and who laments him yet. 
Has not been found ineKOfahle fmce ; 
Witnefs Harmonid, and the Dardan prince. 
Then take vexampb, mortiU, from above. 
And like immoitais Ivft, .and like them love. 
Refufe not thofe delights^ which it^en require^ 
Nor let you£ lovers languiik with defire. 

I a Falfe 
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Fs^lfe though they prove, what Lofs can you fufiain ? 
Thence let a diouiand take, 'twill all remain. 
Though conftant u(e ev'n flint and ileel impairs. 
What jTou employ no diminution fears. 
Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny ? 
'Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
Still women lofe, you cry, if men obuin ; 
What do they iofe, that 'a worthy to retain ? 
Think not this faid to proilitute the fex, 
But undeceive whom needlefs feari perplex. 
Thus far a gently hreez? fupplies our fail, 
Kow launch*d to Tea, we aik a briiker gale. 
And, firft, wetreatof drefs. - The well-drefs'd viAe 
produces plumpeft grapes, and richeft wine.; 
And plenteous crops of golden grain are found. 
Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. 
Beauty 's the gift of gods, the fex's pride ! 
Yet to how many is that gift deny'd ? 
Art helps a face ; a face, though heavenly fair. 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In ancient days if women flighted drefs, 
Then men were ruder too, and lik'd it lefs. 
If He£^ors fpoufe was clad in ilubbornftuff, 
A foldier's wife became it well enough. 
Ajax, to (hield his ample breaft, provides 
Seven lufty bulls, and tans their fturdy hides ; 
And might not he d'ye think, be well carefs'd. 
And yet his wife not elegantly drefs'd ? 
With rude fimplicity Rome fiiil was built, 
Which now we i«»adoro*d^ and capf*d, aadgile. 

3 This 
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This capitol with that of old compare ; 

Some other Jove, you d think, was worfhip'd there. 

That lofty pile, where fenates di£tate law, 

When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd withftraw t 

And where Apollo's fane refulgent flands. 

Was heretofore a track of pafture-lands. 

Let ancient maimers other men delight ; 

But me the modem pleafe, as more polite. 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought. 

And diftant fhores for orient pearls are foug'tj 

2*^or for, thathills exhauft their marble veins. 

And ftru6tures rife whofe bulk the fea rcdrains ; 

But, that the world is civiiiz'd of late. 

And poliih'd from the ruft of fonner date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear, 

I^^or in embroidery, or brocade, appear ; 

Too rich a drefs may fometimes check defire j 

And cleanlinefs more animates love's fire. 

The hair difpos'd, may gain or lofe a grace, 

And much become, or mifbecome the face. 

What fuits your features, of your glafs enquire ; 

For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire. 

A face too long (hould part and flat the hair. 

Left, upward combM, the length too much appear : 

So Laodamia drefs'd. A face too round 

Should (how the ears, and with a tower be crown'd. 

On either fhoulder, one, her locks difplays ; 

Adom'd like Phoebus, when he fings his lays : 

Another, all her trcfles ties behind j 

So drefsM, Diana hunts the fearful hind. 

I 3 Diihcvcl'd 
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DifhevetM locks moft graeeftil are to fbme ; ! 

Othersy tiie bindiiig fillets more become : 

Some plait, tike fpiral fhells, tilei^ braided haii^ 

Others, tfw loofe aad waving curt pvefer. I 

But to recount the ftveral drelfes worn, ' I 

Which artfully each (everal face adorn, 

Were endlefs, as to tell the leaves on trees. 

The beafts on Alpine hills, or H^bla's bees. 

Many there are, who feem to flJght alt care, 

And with a pleafing negligence enfiiare ; 

Whofe mornings oft in fuch a drefi arc fpent. 

And all is art that looks like accident. 

With fuch diforder lole was grac'd. 

When great Alcides ftrft the nymph embraced. 

So Ariadne came to Bacchus* bed. 

When with the conqtieror from Crete flic fled. 

Nature, indulgent to the fex, repays 
The loffes they fuftain, by various ways. 
Men ill fupply thofe hairs they fhed in age. 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage. 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks difguifc. 
And Art gives colour which with Nature vies. 
The well- wove towers they wear, their own arc drought* 
But only are their own, as what they Ve bought. 
Nor need they blufh to buy heads ready drefs*d. 
And chufe, at public (hops, what fuits them beft. 

Coftly apparel let the fair-one fly. 
Enriched with gold, or with the Tyrian dye. 
What folly muft in fuch expence appear. 
When more becoming colours are leis dear^ 

6 One, I 
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One, with a dye is ting'rf o^Iorely Hue ; 

Such asy through airfcrenc, the iky wc view. 

With yelfew iuftre fee another fpread, 

A« if the golden-Heete conrpos'dtheilwearf. 

Some, of theiea^gneen wateda6 cafi di^ay i 

With this ^ tfymphs theit beauteous' fbrms antry ? 

And fome the £ifiVon hue will vneH adoia 3 

Such 28 the mantfeof the blufhing morii. 

Of myrtle-berries, one, the tiurftare (hows ; 

In this, of amcthyfts, the j^UTpfe grows, 

Andj that, mere imitates the |»ler rofe. 

Nor Thracian cranes forget*, tvhofe filvery plumes 

Give patterhs, which emptoy the mimic looms. 

Nor almond, nor the chefhut dye difdaim ; 

Nor others, which from wax &i1^ ^uSr naind. 

As fields yoti find, With varidus fUv^ers o'crfpread^ 

When vineyards bnd, and winter's froft is fled j 

So various are the colours you may tty, 

Of which, i:he thirfty wool iwibibes the dye, 

Try «very-OTie : what beft becomes yb^j, weari 

For no complexion all alike can bear. 

If fair the fltin, bhick may become it beft. 

In black the lovely feirBrifei« drefs'd : 

If brown the nymph, let her be cloath'd' iri whitK, 

Andromeda fo charm'd the Wondering fight. 

I need not Warn you of too-powerful fmells, 
Which, fometimes heaith, or kindly heat, expels. 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care 
The xafud growth of all unfceinly bait, 

I 4^ . Thou^ 
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Though not to nymphs of Caucafus I ling. 
Nor fuch who tafte remote the Myfian fpring; 
Yet, let me warn you, that, through no negleft. 
You let your teeth difclofe the leafl clef«£l. 
You know the ufe of white to make you fair. 
And how, with red, loft colour to repair ; , 
ImperJFcft eye-brows you by art can mend. 
And Ikin, when wanting, o'er a fear extend. 
Nor need the fair-one be afham'd, who tries, 
By art, to add new luih-e to her eyes. 

. A little book I 've made, but with great care. 
How to preferve the face, and how repair. 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'd. 
May fee, what pains to pleafe them I Vc employed. 
But, ftill beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keep conceal'd the medicines you apply ; 
Though art aflifts, yet muft that art be hid, 
Left, whom it would invite, it fliould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to fee a face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greafe > 
And though your unguents bear th* Athenian name. 
The wool's unlavoury fcent is ftill the fame. 
MaiTow of flags, nor your pomatums try, 
Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by ; 
For many things, when done, afford delight^ 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the ftght* 
Ev'n Myro's ftatues, which for art furpafs 

All others, once were but a ftiapelefs mafs ; 
Rude was that gold which now in rings is worn. 
As once the robe you wear was w<^l unfhorn. 

Think, 
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Think, how thatflone rough in the quarry grew,- 
Which, now, a pcrfefb Venus fliews to view. 
While we fuppofe you fleep, repair your face, 
Lock'd from obfervers, in fome fecrct place. 
Add the laft hand, before yourfclves you fhow ; 
Your need of art, why fliould your lovers know ? 
For many things, when moft conceal'd, are bcft j 
And few, of ftridl enquiry, bear the teft. 
Thole figures which in theatres are fecn, 
Gilded without, are common wood within. 
But no fpedbtors are allow*d to pry, 
Till all is finilh'd, which allures the eye. 

Yet, I myftown, it oft affords delight. 
To have the fair-one comb her hair in fighr ; 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on ber neck, and o'er her ihoulder ipread. 
But let her look, that fhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while fhe 's fo employ'dj 
Let her not ftill undo, with peevilh hafte, 
AH that her woman does ; who does her belt. 
I hate a vixen, that her maid affails. 
And fcratches with her bodkin, or her nails ; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears mufl mourn, 
And her heart curies, what her hands adorn. 

Let her who has no hair, or has but fome, 
Plant centinels before herdreiling-room : 
Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs. 
Where all the male-kind are debarred accefs. 

'Tis faid, that I (but 'tis a tale devis'd) 
A lady at her toilet once furpriz'd i 

Who 



Who ftwtiftg, fetched iff haftc the tower fhewore^ 
And, ma hurry, plac'd the hinder part before. 
But OB t>Tir fbes fall every itieh ^ifgrace. 
Or barbarous beatities of the ParthiaA race. 
"Ungraceful *tis to Cte without a horn 
Tlie lofty hart, whom branches beft adorn ^ 
A leafM*stafte, or an unverdant mead ; 
And a« tmgraceful is a haideft heid. 

But think not, thefe inftruftions are dcfign'd 
For firft-rate beauties of the finilh'd kind t 
Kottoa Semde, or Leda bright, 
Nor an Enropa, thefe «ty rules I wrke^ 
"Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whofe charms 
Stirr'd up Atrid«8, and all Greece, to arms 5 
Thee to regain, well was tfiat war begun. 
And Paris-well defended what he won ; 
What lover, -or what hufcand, would not fight 
In fuch « rcaufe, where both are in the right ? 

The -crowd I teach, fome homely, And fome£air^ 
But of the former fort, the larger fhare. 
Thehandfome, lead Tequire the help of art, 
Rich in themfelyes, and pteas'd with Nature^s part; 
When ica^m the fea, at cafe the pilot lies, 
But all his fieill exerts wlietx ftorms arife, 

Fauhs in yom* perfbn, or your face, correal: : 
And few are feen that have not fome defeft. 
The tiyniph too (hort, her feat Ihould fcldom quit. 
Left, when fhc ftands, fhe may be thought to fit ; 
And when extended on her couch ftre lies. 
Let length of petticoats conceal her fiar. 

The 



The lean, of tbick-wiought ftutfher clv^ths fhouki chuft. 

And fuUer mede) than whaet ^ plumper uie. 

If pale, kt her the crimibn juice apply ^ 

if fwaithy, to'rfie Ph&rian varnift fly. 

A Icgtoo lanlcj tight gaitor« ftJli muft-wear^ 

Nor ihould an Hi-fliap"'d foot be ever bare. 

Kound daovAAcn, bojfter'd, ^il! appear the leaft; 

And lacing ftrait, confines too full a biaeaft. 

Whofe fingers arc too fat, and nails too coarfe^ 

Should always fhun much geftirre in dtfcour(e. 

And you, whofe breath is touchM, thk caution ta!cc^ 

Nor failing, nor too near another (peak* 

Let not the nymph with laughter much abound, 

Whofe teeth are black, uneven, orunfouad. 

You haidly think bow much on this depends, 
- And how a laugh, «r (poils a face, or mends« 

*Gape not too wide, left yo» diftlofe yoTir gums. 

And lofe the dimple which the cheek becomes. 

Nor let your fides too ftrong concufltons ^kak«| 

Left you the feftnefs of the lex forfake. 

in fome, diftortions quite the face difgt>iie ; 

Another laughs, that you would think flie cries* 

Jn one, too hoarfc a voice we hear lietray*d, 

Another's is as harih as if fhe btay'd-. 

What cannot art attain f Many, with cttCc, 

fiave leam'd to weep, both when and ho\v they picafe* 

Others through affc6fation, lifp, and find. 

In imperfefbion, charms to catoh mankind. 

Negle£t no means which may promote your end* ; 

ICow leara what way of walking recommends. 

Too 
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Too mafculine a motion fhocks the fight ; 
But female grace allures with (Irange delight* 
One has an artful fwing and jut behind, 
Which helps her coats to catch the fwelling \iand j 
S\wll'd with the wanton wind, they loofely flow. 
And every ftep and graceful motion ihow. 
Another, like an Umbrian's (lardy fpouie, 
Strides all the fpace her petticoat allows. 
Between extremes, in this, a meanadjuftj 
Kor ihew too nice a gait, nor too robuft. 
If fnowy white your neck, you ftill lliould wear 
That, and the Ihoulder of the left arm, bare. 
Such fights ne'er fail to fire my amorous heart. 
And make me pant to kifs the naked part. 
Syrens, though monfters of the flormy main. 
Can (hips, when under fail, with fongs, detain : 
Scarce could Ulyfles by his friends be bound. 
When firft he liften'd to the charming found. 
Singing infinuates : learn, all ye maids ; 
Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perfuades. 
Whether on theatres loud ftrains we hear. 
Or in Ruelle fome foft Egyptian air. / 

Well Ihall (he fing, of whom I make my choice. 
And with her lute accompany her voice. 
The rocks were ftirr'd, the beafts to liften ftay*d, 
when on his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd j 
Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that found obcy'd. 
And ftones officious were, thy walls to raife, 
O Thebes, attra£led by Amphion's lays. 
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The dolphin, dumb kfelf, thy voice admir'd| 
And was Arion, by thy fongs infpir'd. 
Of fweet Callimachus the works rehearfc. 
And read Philetas and Anacreoa'a verfe. 
Terentian plays may much the mind irapiov&j 
But fdFtdft Sappho heft infbruds to love. 
Propertiusy Gallus, and TibuUus read^ 
And let Varronian verfe to thefefucceed. 
Then mighty Maro's work with care perufe ; 
Of all the Latin bard* the nobleft Mufe. 
Ev'nl, 'tispoffible, in after-days^ 
May 'fcape oblivion, and be nam'd with thefe. 
My labour^ lines fome readers may approve. 
Since I 've inftrufted either fex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this foft art, 
Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 

Tender epiftles too by me are fram*d, 
A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your iacied will, O tuneful Nine ! 
Such thine, Apollo! and, Lyaeus, thine! 

Still unaccomplifh'd may the maid be thought^ 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That aftive dancing may to love engage, 
Witnefs the well-kept dancers of the flage. 

Of fome old trifles I 'm afham'd to tell. 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle wellj 
To raffle prettily, or flur a dye. 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is 't amifs.at chefs to be expert, 
For garnet moft thoughtful^ fometimesi moSt divert* 

Leam 
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I^am every gnu* yen. 'H find it pvove of ttle ^ 

Parties begun at {da.y> may love pix>duc«. 

But eafier 'tis tolaam how bets eo lay» 

Than how to Vmp your temper while yoo p?ay* 

Unguarded tbeor c^db hne& is ^pen kn^ 

And while the head ^s intrac, the heart 's hetray'dL 

Then, bafe deforp «f gatOt then, rage appear$» 

Quarxcls and bE^wis arife, and anxious fears & 

Then clamoiirs and imUags reach the iky» 

White lofing gaxnefters alT the gods defy.. 

Then horrid oaths are uner'd every caft • 

They grievct and cnffe, and ClorBi» nay, weep at Taft* 

Good Jove, aTcitiuchihamefu^ fauUs asthd^ 

From every nymph wtiofe heart 's ia^lin'd to pleaie. 

Soft recreations ik t^ female kii^d i 

Nature^ for oies« li^ fwlgbar iports deiign'd : 

To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed ipear ; 

To flop, or tnrn the iteed in f idl career. 

Though nkaftial fiekls iil fuit your tender framet^ 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber's rapid ftreans i 
Yet whcA $oi*s burning wiieels firom Leo drivv^ 
And at th^ glowing Virgin's iiga arrive, 
'Tis both allow'd and fit you fliouid repair 
To pleafant waUcs, and breathe refrefting air. 
To Pompey's gardens^ or the fhady groves 
Which Csfar honoursi ami which Pheebus \o\ts t 
Phoebus, who funk the praud £g5rptfain 0«et, 
And made Auguflus'-Vi^V«ry eonipteat. 
Or feek thofe (hades, "where ttionnmenft ef feme 
Are tMdif 10 LiWa'a and 06bvia'& name \ 

Or 
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Or, where Agrippa firft adoro'd the grouad. 
When he with naval viftory was cro^vo'd. 
To Ids' fapfi, to theatres re^rt ; 
A nd in the Circus fee -the noble iport , 
In every pubOc place, by rurns, be ihown ; 
In vain you 're fair, while yotz reniain unknown* 
Should you, ui finging, Thamyras traniccnd i 
Your voice imheard, who could your ikiU cossneaJ} 
Had not Apellcs drawn the fea-bom Queen, 
Her beauties dill, beneath the waves had been* 

Poets, infpjr'd, write only for a name. 
And think their labours well repay 'd with fame. 
In former day5, 1 owDi the Poets were 
Of gods and kings the ipoft peculiar care> 
MajeAic a^ve was ia the name allow'd. 
And they, with richpolTeffions, were endow 'cf» 
Ennius with honours w»s by Scipio grac'd. 
And, ijext his own, the Poet's (!atue plac*d^ 
But now their ivy crowns bear no efteem. 
And all their learning's thought an idle dream. 
Still, there *s a pleafure, that proceeds from prajfe : 
What could the high renown of Homer raife, 
But that he fung his Iliad's deathlefs lays ? 

Who could have been of Danae '« charms affur'd. 
Had fhe grown old, within her tower immur'd } 
This, as a rule, let every nymph purftic ; 
That 'tis her intereft oft to come in view. 

A hungry wolf at all the herd will run. 
In hopes, through many, to make fure of ob^ 
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So, let the fair the gazing crowd aflail, 
That over one, at leaft, fhe may prevail. 
In every place to plcnfe, be all her thought ; 
Where, (bmetimes, Icaft we think, the filh is caught. 
Sometin^cs, all day, we bum the tedious foil ; 
Anoni the (lag himfelf (liall feek the toil. 
^ How could Andromeda once doubt relief, 
Wfiofe charms are hcightenM and adorn'd by grief? 
The widow'd fair, who fees her lord expire. 
While yet fhe weeps, may kindle new defirc, 
And Hymen's torch rc-light with funeral fire. 
Beware of men who are too fprucely drefsM ; 
And look, you fly with fpecd a fop profcfs'd. 
tSuch tools, to you, and to a thoufand more. 
Will tell the fame dull (lory o'er and o'er. 
This way and that, unfteadily they rove. 
And, never fix'd, are fugitives in love. 
Such fluttering things all women fure fliould hate. 
Light as thcmfelves, and more effeminate. 
Believe rae ! all I fay is for your good ; 
Had Piiam been bcliev'd, Troy ftill had flood. 
Many, with bafe defigns, will paffion feign. 
Who know no love, but fordid love of gain. 
But let no powder'd heads, nor effenc'd hair. 
Your well-believing, eafy hearts enfnare. 
Rich cloaths are oft by common fharpers worn. 
And diamond rings felonious hands adorn. 
So, may your lover burn with fierce dcflre 
Your jewels to enjoy, and belt attire. 
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Poor Cloe robb'^d, runs crying through the ftrects t 
And as fhc runs, ** Give me my own," repeats^ 
How often, Venus, haft thou heard fuch cries. 
And laugh'd amidft thy Appian yotaries } 
Some fo notorious are, their very name 
Muft every nymph whom they frequent, defame*. 
Be wam'd by ifls, which others have defkroy'd, 
And faithlefs men with cenftant care avoid. 
Tnift not a Theieus, fair Athenian maid. 
Who has fb oft th» attefting gods betray'd. 
And thou, Demophoon,^ heir to Thefeus' crimes. 
Haft loft thy credit to all future times. 

Promife for promiie equally afford,' 
But once a contrail: made, keep well your wopd. 
For, (he for any a£l of hell is fit. 
And, nndifmay'd, may iacrilege commit. 
With impious .hands coultf quench the veftal fire> 
Poiibn her huft>and, m her arms, for hire. 
Who, firft, to take a lover's gift complies. 
And then defrauds him, and his claim defies. 

But hokl, my Mufe, check thy unruly horfe. 
And Hiore in fight purfue th' intended courfe. 

If love-cpiftl'es, tender lines impart. 
And billet-doux are ient, to found your heart. 
Let all fuch letters, by a faithful maid. 
Or confident, be fecretly convey'd. 
Soon from the words you '11 judge, if read with care. 
When feign'd a paflion is, and when fmccre« 
Ere in return you write, fome time require ; 
Ddayt, if not too long, incraafe deiire :. 

K. Nur 
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Nor let the preffing youth with cafe obtain , 
Nor yet rcfufe him with too rude dtfdain. 
Now, let his l)opc$, now, let his fears increafe. 
But by degrees let ftarto hope give place. 

Be fure avoid fct phrafes, when you write. 
The ufual way of fpcech is more polite. 
How have I feen thepuzzied lover vex'd, 
To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! 
A (lile too coarfe takes from a handfome face. 
And makes us wiih an uglier in its place. 

But fince (though Chadity be not your care) 
You from your hufband ftill would hide th' affair. 
Write to no ftranger, till his truth be try'd ; 
Nor in a fooliflj mtflengcr confide. 
What agonies that woman undergoes, 
Whofe hand the traitor threatens to expoie ; 
Who, rafhly truftihg, dreads to be deceiv'd, 
And liv^ for ever to that dread enflav'd ! 
Such treachery can never be furpafs'd, 
Por thofe difcoveries, fure as lightning, blaft. 
Might I adyife, fraud ihould \idth fraud be paid i 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 

But fince your letters may be brought to light. 
What if in feveral hands you learned to write ? 
My curfe on him who firft the fex bctray'd. 
And this advice fo neceflary made. 
Kor 1^ your pocket-book two hands cootain, 
Firi^y rub your lover's out, then write again. 
Srili one contrivance more remains behind, 
Wbkfa you may uie as a convenient blind % 

At 
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As if to women writ, your letters frame, 
And lor your friend to you fubfcribe a female name. 

No.v, greater things to tell, my Mufc prepare. 
And clap on all the fail the bark can bear. 
Let no rude paiTions in your looks End place; 
For fury will deform the fineft face ; 
It fa-ells the lips, and blackens all the veins. 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 

When on her flute divine Minerva play*d. 
And in a fountain faw the change it made. 
Swelling her cheek ; Ihc flung it quick aGde ; 
** Nor is thy muflck fo much worth," flie cry*4« 
Look in your glafs, when you with anger glow, 
And you '11 confcfs, you fcarce yourfclves can know. 
Nor with cxcefllive pride infult the fight. 
For gentle looks, alone, to love invite. 
Believe it as a truth that 's daily try*d. 
There 's nothing more dctcftable than pridc». 
How have I feen fome airs difgufl create, 
Like things which by antipathy we hate ! 
Let looks with looks, and fmiles with fmiles be p^d. 
And when your lover bows, incline your head. 
So, Love preluding, plays at flrfl with heaits, 
And after wounds with deeper-piercing darts. 
Nor me a melancholy miftrefs charms j 
l^ct fad Tccmeffa weep in Ajax* arms, 
J«ct mourning beauties, fuUen heroes movtg 
We, chearful men, like gaiety in love. 
Let He£^or in Andromache delight, 
WIk>> in l)cm'ailing Troy, waftes all th^ pight. 

K* Mai 
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Had they not bothbome children (to be plain) 

I ne*er could think they 'd with their huflnnds laio* 

I no idea in my mind can frame. 

That either one or t* other doleful dame. 

Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lord» 

** My life, my foul ;" or fpeak endearing wo<rds. 

Why, from compariibns ihould I refrain. 
Or, fear finall thbgs by greater to explain ? 
Obferve what condu6^ prudent generals ufe^ 
And how their ieveral officers they chufes 
To one, a charge of infantry commit. 
Another, for the horfe, is thought more fit* 
So you your feveral lovers (hould felc6l:. 
And, as you find them qualify 'd, dire£t. 
The wealthy lover ftore of gold ihould fend ; 
The lawyer fhould, in courts,, your cauie defend. 
We, who write verfe, with verfe alone ihould bribe ^ 
Moil apt to love is all the tuneful tribe. 
By us, your fame ihall through the world be blaz'd j 
So Nemeiis, fo Cynthia's name was rais'd. 
From eail to. weft, Lycoris' praiies ring 5 
Nor s^e Corinna's iilent, whom we iing. 
Ko fraud the poet's facred breafl can bear ; 
Mild are his manners, and his heart fincere : 
Kor wealth he feeks, nor feels ambition's fires. 
But ihuns the bar ; and books and ihades requires* 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love. 
With eafc we fix, but we with pain remove 1 
Our fofter iludies with our fouls combine, 
And^ both| to tendemefs our hearts inclifie. 

Be 
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Bcgtntlc, virgins, to the Poet's prayer, 
The God that fills him, and the Mufe revere ; 
Something divine is in us, and from heaven 
Th* infpiring fpiritcan alone be given. 
'Tis fin, a price from Poets to exafti 
But 'tis a fin no woman fears to aft. 
Yet hide, howe*er, your avarice from fight, 
Left you too foon your new admirer fright. 

As fltilful riders, rein, with different force, 
A new'back'd courfer, and a well-train *d hori^; 
Do you, by different management, engage 
The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of Love are yet unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone: 
With kind careffes oft indulge the boy. 
And all the harveft of his heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus biefs'd, of rivals moft beware j 
Nor Love nor £mpire can a rival bear. 
Men more difcreerly love,, when more mature, 
And many things, which youth difdains, endure j 
No windows break, nor hQ,ures let on fire. 
Nor tear their own, or miSdrefs's' attire. 
In youth, the boiling blood gives fury vent. 
But, men in years, more calmly wrongs refent. 
As wood when green, or as a torch when wet. 
They (lowly bum, but Jong retain their heat. 
More bright is youthful flame, but fooner dies 5 
Then, fwiftly feize the joy that fwiftly flies. 
Thus all betraying to the beauteous foe, 
Kow, fuxely to cnflave ourfelves, wc Ihow. ' 

K3 -To 
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Yet, thefe percQiv'd, ydu may her back undrefs, 
Andy wriung on her fkin, your mind exprefs. 
Kew milki or pointed fptres of flax, when green^ 
Will ink fupply, and letters mark unfeen. 
Pair will the paper (hew, nor can be read, 
Till all the writing 's with warm afhes fpread. 

Acrifm« was, with all his care, betray 'd ; 
And in his tower of brafs, a grandfire made. 

Can fpies wail^ when you to plays refort^ 
Or in the Circus view the noble fport ? 
Or, can you be to Ids' fane purfued, 
Or Cybele'a, who£e rites all men exclude ? 
Though watchful ^rvants to the bagnio come« 
They 're ne'er admitted to the bathing-room* 
Or, when fome fudden ficknefs you pretend. 
May you not take to your fick-bed a friend? 
Falfe keys a private palTage may procure, 
If not, there are more way« befides the door. 
Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follower CMat 4 
When drunk, you may with eaie his care defeat.: 
Or, to prevent too-fuddea a furpri«e. 
Prepare a ileeping-draught to ieal his eyesr 
Or let your maid, ftill longer time to gain^ 
An inclination for his perfon feign { 
With faint refinance let her drill him on* 
And, after competent delays, be won. 

But what need all thefe various doubtful wiles^ 
Since gold the greateft vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pkas'd ; 
£v'n angry Jove with ofibriogs is appeas'd. 

With 
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With prefents, fools and wife alike are caught. 
Give but enough, the hufband nray be bought. 
But let me warn you, when you bribe a fpy. 
That you for ever his connivance buy j 
Pay him his price at once, for with fuch men 
You '11 know no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, I with caufecompiain'd. 
Of jealoufy occafion'd by a friend. 
Believe me, apprehenfions of that kind. 
Are not alone to our falfe fex confiiiM. 
Truftnot, too far, your (he-companion's truths 
Left ihe fometimes fhould intercept the youth : 
The very confident that lends the bed. 
May entertain your lover in your ftead. 
Nor keep a fervant with too fair a face, 
For fuch I 've known fiapply her lady-s place. 

But whither do I run with heedlefs rage. 
Teaching the foe unequal war to wage ? 
Did ever bird the fowleHs net prepare ? 
Was ever hound inftru^ed by the hare ? 
But, all felf-ends and intereft (et apart, 
I '11 faithfully proceed to teach my art. 
Defencelefs and unarm'd expofe my life, 
.And for the Lemnian ladies whet the knife* 

Perpetual fondnefs of your lover feign. 
Nor will you find it hard, belief to gain ; 
Full of himfelf he, your defign will aid.: 
To what we wifli, 'tis eafy to perfuade. 
With dying cyeft his face and form furvey, 
Then figh, and wonder be ib long could flay : 

Now 
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Kow drop a rear your ibrrowt to afTuagc, 

Anon reproach him, and pretend to rage. 

Such proof « as theie will all didruil remove^ 

And make him pity your exceifivc love. 

Scarce to bimfclf will he forbear to cry, 

^ How can I let this poor fond creature die V 

But chiefly, one, fuch fond behaviour firet. 

Who courts his glafs, and his o%vd chaims admires* 

Proud of the homage to his merit done, 

He '11 think a goddefs might with ea(e be won. 

Light wrongs, be Aire, yoo ftill with mild nefs bcary 
Nor ft rait .fly out, when you a rival fear. 
Let not your padipn o'er your icnie prevail, 
>Ior credit lightly every idle tale* 
Let Procris' fate a fad example be 
Of what elects attend credulity* 

Near where his purple head Hyroettus ihows^ 
And flowering hills, a facrcd founuin flows j 
With fok and verdant turf the ioil is fpread. 
And fweetly-fmcUing flirubs the ground o'cr0»ade. 
There roicmary s^d bay their odours join, 
And with the fragrant myrtle's fcent combine. 
There tamariik^withthick-leav'd box arc found* 
And cytifluy^ and garden-pines abound. 
While through the boughs Toft winds of Zephyr pais^ 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of graft. 
Hither would Ct phalus retreat to reft, 
When tir'd with bunting, or with heat oppreft t 
And tlius to Air the panting youth would prar, 
•• Come, geotkAura, ccmc, this heat allay." 

Bat 
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But foiTie tale-bearing too officious friend, 

By chance o'er-heaid him as he thus complain'd; 

Who with the news to Procris quick ropair'd, 

Repeating word for word what ihe had heard. 

Soon as the name of Aura rcach'd her ears* 

With jt-aloufy furpriz'd, and fainting fears» 

Her rofy colour fled her lovely face, 

And agonies, like death, fupply'd the place » 

Pa'e (he appear'd as are the falling leaves, 

Whep firft the vine the winter's blaft receives. 

Of ripen'd quinces, fuch the yellow hue. 

Or, when unripe, we cornel -berries view. 

Reviving from her fwoon, her robes fhc toj«y 

Isorhcr own faultlefs face to wound forbore^ 

Now, alldiflievel'd, to the wood flie flies* 

With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 

Thither arriv'd, flic leaves below her friends^ 

And all alone the fhady hill afcends. 

Whaf folly, Procris, o'er thy mind prevail*<i i 

What rage, thus fatally to lie conceal'd } 

Whoe'er this Aura be, (fuch was thy thought)? 

She now (halL in the very fa£l be caught. . 

Ancn, thy heart repents its raih d<:figns^ 

And now to go, and now toftay inclines : 

Thus love with doubts perplexes ftill thy mind, 

And makes thee fcek what thoa muft dread to find^ 

But ftill thy rival's name rings in thy cars, 

And more fufpicious flill the place appears t 

Put more than all, exceffive love deceives^ 

W-hich, all it fears^ too«a^y believes. ■ 

Jlnd^ 
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And, BOW, a chilnefs runs through every vein. 
Soon as flie faw where Cephalus had lain. 
*T\vas noon, when he again retired, to (hun 
The fcorching ardour of the mid-day fun 5 
With water firft he fprinkled o'er his face. 
Which glow'd with heat ; then fought his ufual place, 
Procris, with anxious but with filent care, 
View'd him extended, with his bofom bare ; 
And heard him foon th' accuftom'd words repeat, 
•* Come, Zephyr; Aura, come ; allay this heat :" 
Soon as fhe found her error, from the word, 
Her colour arid her temper were reftor'd. 
With joy flie rofe to clafp him in her arms : 
But CephalUs the ruftling noife alarms ; 
Some bcaft he' thinks he in the bulhes hears, 
And ftrait his arrows and his bow prepares. 
•* Hold ! hold ! arihappy youth !"— I call in vain. 
With thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 
** Me, me (fhe cries) thou 'ft wounded with thy dart ! 
" But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
** Yet lighter on my alhes earth will lie, 
** Since, though untimely, I unrival'd die : 
** Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
** Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath." 
Clofe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 
And wafliM, with ftreaming tears, the wound he madc^ 
At length the Iprings of life their currents leave. 
And her laft ga(p h«r hufband's lips receive. 

Now, to purfue our voyage we provide, 
Till fafc to poA our weary bark we guide. 

3 You 
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You may expe£^, perhaps, I now ihould teach 
What rules to treats and entertainments reach. 
Come not the firft, invited to a feaft ; 
Rather come laft, as a more grateful gueft^ 
For that, of which we fear to be depriv'd. 
Meets with the fureft welcome when arriv'd. 
Besides, complexions of a coarfer kind. 
From candle-light no finall advantage find. 
During the time you eat, obferve ibme grace, 
Nor let your unwip*d hands befmear your face;; 
Nor yet too fqueamiihly your meat avoid. 
Left we fulpeft you were in private cloy'd* 
Of all extremes in either kind beware. 
And ftill before your belly 's full forbear. 
No glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound,. 
Though more than Helen (he in charms abound*. 

I own, I think, of wine the moderate ufe 
More fuits the fex, and fooner finds excu& ; 
It warms the blood, adds luftre to the eyes,. » 

And wine and love have always been allies.. 
But carefully from all intemperance keep. 
Nor drink till you iee double, Hfp, or ileep. 
For in fuch deeps brutalities are done, 
Whichy though you loathe, you have no power to (kusv 

And now th* inftru^d nymph frpm table led. 
Should next be taught how to behave in bed. 
But modefty forbids : nor move, my Muie 
With weary wings the laboured flight purfues j 
Her purple fwans unyok*d the chariot leave. 
And needful reft (their journey done) jreceive. 

That, 
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Tlius, with impartial care, my art I ihow, 
And equal arms on either fex beflow : 
While men and maids, who by my rules improve 
Ovid muft own their mailer is in Ibve. 



OF PLEASING. 

AN EPISTLE 

TO SIR RICHARD TEMPLE. 

*T^IS ftrange, dear Temple, how it comes to paft, 
■*• That no one man is plea>'d with what he has. 
So Horace (ings— and fure, as ilrange is this : 
That no one man 's difpleas'd with what he is. 
The foolifli, ugly, dull,- impertinent. 
Are with their perfons and their parts content. 
l*}ori« that all, foodd a thing is man. 
He moft would be what lead he Ihould or can. 
Hence, homely faces ftill are foremoft feen, 
And crofs-Hiap'd fops affeSX the niceft mien ; 
Cowards extol true courage to the Ikies, 
And fools are ftill moft forward to adnfe ; 
Th' untrufted wretch to fecrecy pretends, 
Whifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues afie£k the politicians part, 
And learn to nod, and fmiie, and flirug with art ; 
Who nothing has to loie, the war bewails ; 
And be who nothing pays* at taxe^ tailu . 

Thus 
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Thos man pervcrfe -againft plain nature ftrivet, 
And to be artfully abfurd contrives. 
Plautus will dance, Lufcus at ogling aims. 
Old Tritus keepsi and undone Probus game*. 
Koiibme Curculio, whole envenom 'd breath, 
Though at a didance iwter'd, threatens death, 
Fiillin your teeth his linking whifper throws; 
Nor mends his manners, though you hold your nole^ 
Therfites, who fcems born to c^ive offence. 
From uncouth form, and frontlefs impudence, 
Affumes foftairs, and with ailur comes in. 
Attempts a fmile,' and (hocks you with a grin. 
Raucus harangues with adiffuafive grace. 
And Helluo invites with a f ?rbidding face. 

Nature to eacballbts his proper fphere. 
But, that forfaken, we like comets err : 
To(s*d through tiie void, by fome rude ihock wc *rc brokc^ 
And all her boafted fire is loft in fmoke. 

Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or esSCf 
Men moft affe^ in general to pleaie : 
Of this affe£lion vanity's the fource, 
And vanity alone obftni6^s its courfe ; 
That telefcope of fooh, through which they fpy 
Merit remote, and think theobjeft nigh. 
Th^ glafs removed, would each himfelf furvey, 
And in juft fcalcs his ftrength and weaknefs weigh^ 
Purfue the path for which he was defign'd. 
And to his proper force adapt his mind ; 
Scarce one, but to fome merit might pretend, 
Perhaps might pleafe^ at leail would not ofieod. 

Wlii 
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Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh^ 
Muil be no Bavius, but a Bickerftaff. 
If Garth, or Bl^ckmore, friendly potions give, 
We bid the dying patient drink and live : 
When Murus comes, we cry, " Beware the pill;**' 
And wi(h the tradefman were a tradefman ftill. 
If Addifon, or Rowe, or Priorwrite, 
We ftudy them with profit and delight : 
But when vile Macor and Mundungus rhyme, 
We grieve we 've learnt to read, ay, curie the timci 
All rules of pleafing in this one unite, 
♦* Affeft not any thing in Nature's fpite." 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 
For what > For iU-reiembling human-kind. 
'* None are, for being what they are, in fault, 
♦* But for not being what they would be thought.**' 
Thus I, dear friend, to you my thoughts impair^ 
As to one perfe6l; in the pleafing art ; 
If art it may be calPd in you, who feem. 
By Nature formed for Love, and' for Efteem. 
Affefiing none, ail virtues you poiTefs, 
And really are what others but profefs. 
I *11 not ofiend you, while myielf I pleafe f 
I loathe to flatter, though I love to praile. 
But when fuch early worth fo bright appears,. 
And afitt^dates the fanve which waits on year^r 
I can't fo ftupidly affe£ted prove. 
Not to confefs it in the men I love. 
Though now I aim not at that known applaufe 
You 've.woi>.ia wias^ and in youf CQUAtry'a cau6 r 

Nor 
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Nor patriot 50\y, nor hero I commend, 

But the companion praife, and boaft the fiiead. 

But you may think, and fome, lefe partial, iky^ 
That I prefumc too much in tlusijflay- 
How fhould i (how what pleafes ? How «xplftilv 
A rule, to which I never couid afil>m ? 
To this obje6^ion I '11 make no rtpiy. 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply, 

I 'verea4y or heard, a learned peribn, onc^; 
(Concern'd tt> find his only ipaadunce) 
Composed a book in favour of the lad, 
Whofe memory, it;s,feems, .was vcfy bad. . 
This vrork contain'd a world of wholefome rules. 
To help the frailty of forgetful fopis.. 
The careful parent laid the treatife by, 
Tiil Time fli^uld tnakc it proper td apply.: . 
Simon at length the look'd-for age attains. 
To read and profit by his father'^ pains j ' 
And now the fire prepare the books, p* imptUtf. 
Which was yclept o£ memory and art. 
But ah ! how oft is human care In vain ? 
For now, he could not find his book again. 
The place where he had laid ix he forgot, 
Nor could hitnfelf remember what he wrote. 

Kow to apply the ftory that I tell. 
Which, if not true, is yet invented well, 
6uch is my caic i- Like mofl of theirs who teach 5 
I ill may pra6life, what I well. may preach. 
Myfelf not trying, or not turn'd to pleafc, 
May lay the line^ and meafi^r^ ojux the ways. . 

L ' The 
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The Mulcibers, who in the Mtnories fwcat. 
And maffive bars onftubborn anvils beat, 
Deform'd themfelvesy yet, forge thofe ftays of ftcel. 
Which arm Aurelia with a fhape to kill. 
So Macerand Mundungus fchool the times, 
And write in rugged profe the rules of fofter rhymes* 
Well do they play the careful critic's part, 
Inibufting doubly by their matchlefs art : 
Rules for good veHe they firft with pains indite. 
Then fhew us what are bad, by what they write. 



To the Right Honourable the 
LORD VISCOUNT C O B H A M, .1719. 

** Albi fermonum noftrorum candide judex/* 

SINCEREST Critic of my profe or rhime, 
Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time. 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war, or (chemes of ftate ? 
Doft thou recall to mind with joy, or grief. 
Great Mariborough's a6dons ? That immortal chief, 
Whofe flighteft trophy raisM in each campaign. 
More than fuffic'd to fignalize a reign > 
Does thy remembrance riling warm thy heart. 
With glory paft, where thou thy felf hadft part. 
Or doft thou grieve indignant now to fee, 

TJie fruitlefi end of all thy viftory > 

To 
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To fee th* audacious foe, fo late fubducd, 
Difpute thofe tertns for which fo long they fued. 
As if Britannia now were funk fo low, 
To beg that peace (he wonted to beftow. 
Be far that guilt ! be never known that (hame ! 
That England fhould retraft her rightful claim. 
Or, ceafmg to be dreaded and ador'd, 
Stain with her pen the luftre of her fword. 
Or doft thou give the winds afar to blow. 
Each vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe, 
And fix thy mind alone on rural fcenes. 
To turn the level'd lawns to liquid plains, 
To rai(e the creeping rills from humble beds, 
And force the latent fprings to lift their heads. 
On watery columns, capitals to rear. 
That mix their flowing curls with npper air. 
Or doft thou, weary grown, thefe works neglcdl:, 
No temples, ftatues, obelilks ere6V, 
But catch the^moming breeze from fragrant meads, 
Or Ihun the noontide ray in wholefome (hades, 
Or (lowly Walk along the mazy wood, 
To meditate on all that *s wife and good, 
For nature bountiful in thee has join'd, 
A perfon pieafmg with a wotthy mind, 
Not given the form alone, but means, and art. 
To draw the eye, or to allure the heart. 
Poor were thepraife in fortune to excel, 
Yet want the way to ufe that fortune well. 
While thus adoinM, while thus with virtue crown *d. 
At home in peace, abroad in arms renown 'd, 

L t Grace- 
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Graceful in form^ and wiimmgiD addrcfs. 

While well you. think, whaj aptly you exprefi. 

With health, with honour, with a fair cftatc, 

A table free, and eloquently noat. 

What can be added more to mortal blift ? 

What can he want who (^ands pofleft of this ? 

What can the fondcft wifliing mother more 

Of heaven attentive for her ion imgloro ? 

And yet a happinefs remains unknown, 

Or to philolophy reveal'd alone ; 

A precept, whlch.unpra^U&'d readers vain 

Thy flowing hopes > and pkafure turns to pain. 

Should Hope and Fear thy heart ahernatc tear. 

Or Love, or Hate, or Rage, or anxious Care, 

Whatever pafllons may thy mind infcft, 

( Where is that mind which paflvons ne'er moleft ? ) 

Amidfl thtf pangs of fuch inteflinc ilrife, 

Still think the prefent day, the laft of life } 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife. 

To-morrow's fun to thee may never rife. 

Or ihould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight. 

With her enlivening and unlook*d-for light. 

How grateful will appear licr dav^-ning rays ! 

As favours unexpediied doubly ple^fe. 

Who thus OM ^iak, and who fuch thoughts purfues^ 

Content may keep his life, or calmly lofe ; 

AH proofs of this thou may'ft thyfelf receive; 

When leifure from affairs will give theeleavc^ 

Come, fee thy friend, retir'd without regret, 

Forgetting care, . or ihriving to forget ; 
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In eafy contemplation foothiftg time 

With morals much, and now and then with thyihC, 

Not fo robuft in body, as in tnind, 

And always undeje£led, though decHn'd j 

Not wondering at the world's new wicked way^y 

Compared with thofe ©f ow fore -fathers days. 

For virtue now is neither more or Ws| 

And vice is only varied in thedrefe ; 

Believe it, men have ever bden the fame. 

And all the goldotti age, is but a dream.' 

WRITTEN AT TXJNBlRlOGfi WELL*, 

QN MISS T£MI*L£, 

Afterwards Lady of Sir Thomas Lyttelton. 

T EAVE, leave the drawing-ioom, 

•*~^ Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom j 

The nymph that 's fated to o'ercome. 

Now triumphs at the wells. 
Her (hape, and air, and eyes. 
Her face, the gay, the grave, the wife. 
The beau, in fpite of box and dice. 

Acknowledge, all excels. 

Ceafe, ccafc, to alk her name. 
The crowned Mufc*s nobleft theme, 
Whofe glory by immortal fame, 
Shall only founded be. 

L 5 But 
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But if you long to know, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row. 
Who moft does like an angel ihow. 
You may be fure 'tis fhe. 

See near thoie facred fprings. 
Which cure to fell difeafes brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida (ings) 

Three goddefles appear ! 
Wealth, glory, two poiTeft ; 
The third with charming beauty bleft. 
So fair, that heaven and earth confeft 

She conquered every where. 

Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-fick gazer bow • 
Kay, even old age her power allow. 

And baniih'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear. 
Nor gloi^ BOW the garland wear : 
Tq beauty every Paris here 
Devotes the golden ball. 



A PIN. 
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A PINDARIC ODE, 

Humbly offered to the 

CL U E E N, 

On the Vi6torious Progrefs of Her Majesty's Arms 
under the Condu£l of the Duke of Marl borough. 

To -which 15 prefixc<J, 

A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

** Operc^a parvus 

" Carmina fingo.'* HoR. Lib. iv. Ode a. 



A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC Ol3E. 

•TPHE following Ode is an attempt towards reftoring 
•*- the regularity of the antient Lyric Poetry, which 
fccms to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our 
Engliih writers. 

There is nothing- more frequent among us, than a 
fort of poems intituled Pindaric Odes ; pretending to 
be written in imitation of the manner and ftilc of Pin- 
dar, and yet I do not know that there is to this day 
extant in our language, one Ode contrived after his 
model. What idea can an Englifh reader have of 
Pindar (to whofe mouth, when a child, the bees 
L 4 brought 
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brought their honey, in btnen of the future fweetncf* 
and melody of bis ibng&) when ha ilidtl (^e fucli 
rumbling and grating papers of verfes, pretencling ta 
be copies of his works ? 

The chara£^er of thefe late Pindarics is, a bundle 
of rambling incoherent tliottghts, expyeiTed in a like 
parcel of irregular ftanzas, which alfo confifl of fuch 
atiother complication of difproportioned, uncertain, and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes. And I appeal to any rea- 
der, if diis is not the condition in which thefe titular 
Odes appear. 

Oti the contrary, there is nothing more regular thaa 
the Odes of Pindar, both as to the exa6t obfervation of 
the meafures and numbers of his ftanzas and veries, 
and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts. For 
though his digrafiions are frequent, and his tranfitions 
fudden, yet is there ever forae fecret conne6lion, which 
th&ugh not always apf)eaFing to tlie eye, nevor fails to 
communicate itfelf to the underftanding of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers, and 
w^hich has been fb mifunderftood and roifappli^d by his 
piret^nded imitators, ws^s only in varying the ftanzas in 
dififerent Odes ; but in each particular Ode they are 
ever corre^ondent one to aaotber ia their turns, and 
according to the ordev of the Odc« 

All the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, are (bngt 
of triumph, vidiory or fuccefs iq the Grtcian games : 
they were fung by a chorus, and adapted to the lyre, 
and fometimes to the lyre and pipe ; they con6fted 
•iMieftof three ^i»aA -, the firft wa$ cajllefi.thtf ^trofhtc^ . 

from 
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from the verfion or circular motion of the finders m 
that fianza from the ri;!;ht hand to the left. The (ecoftd 
ftanza was called the Antiftroptie, from the coBtravcr- 
fion of the chorus ; the fingers, in performing that, 
turning from the left hand to the right, contrary 2tlvr2ty4 
•to their motion in the Strophe. The third 6aDaa wju 
called the Epode, (it may be as being the after-fong) 
which they fung in the middle, neither turning to oft* 
hand nor the other. 

■ What the origin was of thefe different raodofts and 
ftations in finging their Odes, is not our prefent bufineft 
to enquire. Some have thought that by the contrariety 
of the Strqphe and Antiftrophc, they intended to reprc- 
fcnt tlie contrarotation of the Prrmum Mobile, in re- 
fpcft of the Secunda MobJlia ; and that by their land- 
ing ftill at the Epode, they meant to fignify the ftability 
of the earth. Others afcribc the inftitution to Thefeus, 
yrho thereby cxpreffed the windings and turnings of 
the labyrinth, in celebrating his return from thence. 

The method obferved in the compoiition of thefV 
Odes, was therefore as follows. The poet having made 
choice of a certain number of verfes to conftitute his 
Strophe or firfl (lanza, was obliged to oblerve the fame 
in hfs Atttiftrophe, or fecond llanra ; and whkh accord* 
ingly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both in 
number of verfes and quantity of feet : he was then 
again at liberty to make a new choice for his third 
ilftnza, or Epode ; where, accordingly, he diverfified 
hi8 oumbers, as his ear or fancy led him : compofing 
that lbA2a of more er fewtf rerfty rhan the fooner, aod • 

thofc 
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thoie verfes of diflferent meafures and quantities, for 
the greater variety of harmony, and entertainment of 
the ear. 

But then this Epode being thus formed, he was 
ftri£(ly obliged to the fame meaRire as often as he- 
fliould repeat it 'in the order of his Ode, fo that every 
Epode in the fame Ode is ctemalty the fame in mea- 
fure and quantity, in refpe£k to itfelf ; as is alfo« everyr 
Strophe and Antiibrophe, in refpe6b to each other. 

Hie lyric poet Stefichorus (whom Longinus reckons 
amongft the ableft imitators of Homer, and of whom^ 
Quintilian fays, that if he could have kept withia 
bounds, he would have been neareft of any body, in 
merit, to Homer) was, if not the invcnter of this order 
in the Ode, yet fo ftrift an obferver of it in his com* 
portions, that the three (lanzas of Stefichorus becarre. 
a common proverb to exprefs a thing univerfally 
known, " ne tria quidem Stefichori noftrl;'' (6 that 
when any one had a mind to reproach another with ex- 
ceilive ignorance, he could not do it more e£re£kually 
than by telling him, ** he did not fo much as know the 
^ three ftanzas of Stefichorus;" that is, did not know 
that an Ode ought to confill of a Strophe, an Anti* 
Ibnoph^, and an Epode. If this was fuch a mark of 
ignorance among them, I am fure we have been pretty 
long liable to the fame reproof ; I mean, in reipe£fc of 
our imitations of the Odes of Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long Preface to a 
ihoit Ode, nor to enter upon a dilTertation of Lyric 
Poetry in general : but thus much I thought proper to 

fay, 
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lay, for the information of thofe readers whofe courfe 
of ftudy has not led them into fuch enquiries. 

I hope I (hall not be fo mifunderHood, as to have it 
thought that I pretend to give ^n exaft copy of Pindar 
in this enfuing Ode ; or that I look upon it as a pattern 
for his imitators fox the future : far from fuch thoughts, 
I have only given an inftance of what is prafticable, 
and am feniible that I am as diflant from the force and 
elevation of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from 
the harmony and regularity of his numbers. 

Again, we having no chorus to ling our Odes, the 
titles, as well as u(e of Strophe, Antiflrophe, and 
Epode, arc obfolete and impertinent : and certainly 
there may be very good Englifh Odes, without the dif- 
tinftion of Greek appellations to their ftanzas. That 
I have mentioned them here, and obferved the order of 
them in the enfuing Ode, is therefore only the more in- 
telligibly to explain the extraordinary regularity of the 
compofition of thefe Odes, which have been reprefented 
to us hitherto, as the mofl confufed (Iruftures in 
nature. 

However, though there be no neceflity that our 
triumphal Odes fliould confift of the three afore-men- 
tioned ftanzas ; yet if the reader can obferve that the 
great variation of the numbers in the third flanza (call 
it Epode, or what you pleafe) has a pleafing efifedt in 
the Ode, and makes him return to the firft and fecond 
flanzas with more appetite than he could do, if always 
cloyed with the fame quantities and meafures ; I can- 
not fee why fome ufe may not be madis of Pindar's ex-> 

amplci 



156 CONGHEVE^S POEMS. 

ample, to the great improvement of the Englifh OJe. 
-There is certainly a pleafure in beholding any thing 
. that has art and diiEculty in the contrivance ; efpecially , 
if it appears fo carefully executed, that the difficulty 
does not fiiew itfelf, till it is fought for ,• and that the 
feeming eafinefs of the work, firft fets us upon the en- 
quiry. Nothing can be called beautiful without pro- 
portion. When fymmetry and harmony are wanting, 
neither the eye nor the ear can be pleafed. Therefore 
certainly poetry, which includes painting and mufic, 
fliould not be deftitute of them ; and of all poetry, 
cfpecially the Ode, whofe end and eflcnce is harmony. 
Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindaric Odes, 
fpeaking of the mufic of numbors^ fays, " which Ibme- 
** times (efpecialiy in Songs and Odes) almolt without 
** any thing elfe makes an excellent poet.'* 

Having mentioned Mr. Cowley, it may very well be 
expelled, that fomething fhould be faid of him, at a' 
time when the imitation of Pindar is the theme of our 
difcourfe. But there is that great deference due to the 
memory, great parts, and learning of that gentleman, 
that I think nothirfg fliould be obje6bcd to the latitude 
he has taken in his Pindaric Odes. The beauty of his 
vcrfes, are an atonement for the irregularity of his 
ilanza« ;. and though he did not imitate Pindar in tlie 
ftridnefe of his numbers, he has very often happily co- 
pied hira in the force of his figures, and Sublimity of 
hi.s ilide and ftntixnents. 

. Yet I muil beg leave iio add, tliat I believe thofe irrc* 
julaxOdcs of Mr. Cowley may have been the princi- 
pal. 
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pal, though innoceat occafion, of fo many deformed 
poems fincc, which, inflead of being true pifturce of , 
Pindar, have (to ufe the Italian painters term) been 
only caricatures of him, reilmbl^aicca th-itfortl^e moft 
part have been either honid or ridicuious. 

For my own part, I frankly own my error, In Iiaving 
heretofore mifcalled a few irie^i^ular fran/ns a rirdaric 
Ode ; and poflibly, if others, who l.avd been under the 
fame miftake,,\;K)uld ingen\i(»ully confcfs r'lc truth, they 
might own, that, never having confultcd Pindar himfelf, 
they took all his irregularity- upon trnll; and finding 
their account in the great eafe with which they 
could produce* Odes without being obliged either to "^ 
meafure or delign, remained fatisfied ; and it may be, 
were not altogether unwilling to negleft being un- 
deceived. 

Though there be Kttle (if any thing) left of Or- 
pheus but hi» name, yet if Paufanias was well informed, ' 
we may be affjjred, that brevity was a beauty which he 
moft induArioufly laboured to prcfcrve in his Hymns, 
notwithftanding, as the fame author reports, that they 
were but few in number. 

The ihortnefs of the following Ode will, I hope, 
atone for the length of the Preface, and in Ibme mea- 
fure for the defects which may be found in it. It 
conlifts of the fame number of ftanzas with that beau- 
tifql Ode of Pindar, vj^hich is the firft of his Pythics ; 
and though I was unable to imitate him in any other 
beauty, I refolved to endeavour to copy his brevity, 
and take tk« advantaj;e of a remark he lias made in the 

'laft 



15S CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

laft Strophe of the fame Ode ; which take in the paim- 
phiafe of Sudorius. 

** Qui multa paucis flringere commode 
" Novere, morfus hi facile invidos 
** Spernunt, & auris menfque pura 
** Omne fupervacuum rejeftat." ' 

ODE. 

I. 

DAUGHTER of Memoiy, immortal Mufc, 
Calliope j what poet wilt thou chufc, 
Of Anna's name to fing ? 
JTo whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art ; 
Whom raife fublime on thy aetherial wing, 
Aod confecrate with dews of thy Caftalian fpring ? 
II. 
Without thy aid, the moft afpiring mind 
Muft flag beneath, to narrow flights confin'd. 
Striving to rife in vain : 
Nor e'er can hope with equal Jays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praife. 
Thy aid obtain'd, ev'n I, the humblcft fwain. 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 
III. 
High in the ftarry orb is hung. 

And next Alcides* guardian arm. 
That harp to which thy Orpheus fung. 
Who woodsi and rocks, and winds, could charm ; 

That 
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That harp which on Cyll*ene*s ihady hill. 
When firft the vocal ihell was found. 

With more than mortal Ikill 
Inventer Hermes taught to found : 
Hermes on bright Latona's fon. 
By fweet perfuafion won. 
The wondrous work bcftow'd ; 

Latona's fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine r 
A god the gift, a god th' invention fliow*d. 
I. 
To that high-founding lyre I tune my flrains 5 
A lower note his lofty fong difdains 
Who (ings of Anna's name. 
The lyre is ftruck ! the founds I hear ! 
O Mufe, propitious to my prayer I 
O well-known founds ! O Melody, the fame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Maeonian fiame ! 
H. 
Nor are thefe founds to Britifh bards unknown. 
Or (paringly revcal'd to one alone : 
Witnefs fweet Spenfer*s lays : 
And witnefs that immortal fong. 
As Spcnfer fweet, as Milton ftrong. 
Which humble Boyne o'er Tiber's flood could raife. 
And mighty William fing, with well-proportion'd praifc, 

in. 

- Rife, fair Augufta, lift thy head, 

With golden towers thy front adorn ; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed • 

With chearful ray the ruddy morn. Thy 
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Thy lovely form, and frefh-rcviving ftate,. 
In cryftal flood of Thames furvey; 

Then, blefs thy better fate, 
Blefs Anna's moll aulpicious fway. 
While diftant realms and neghbouring lands^ 
Arm'd troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide.moleft, 

Thy happier clime i« free. 
Fair Capital of Liberty ! 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon reft,, 

I. 
As Britain's iflc, when old vex'd Ocean roars^, 
Unfliaken fees agalnft her filver llioars 
His foaming billows beat; 
So Britain,'s Queen, amidft the jars 
And tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix'd on the bafe of her well-founded ftate* 
Serene and fafe looks down, nor feck the ihocks of fatcu. 
II. 
But greateft fouls, though bleft with fweet Pepofe,. 
Are fooncft touch'd with ienfe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind. 
To mercy and Toft pity prone. 
And mov'd with forrows not her owa. 
Has all her peace and downy reft refign'd, 
T6 wake for common good, and fuccour human>kin4* 
III. 
Fly, tyranny ; no more be known 
Within Europa's blifsful bound i 
Far as th* unhabitable zone 
JFly every hoi^>i^ble ground. T« 
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To horid Zembla's frozen reaimt repair. 
There with the baleful beldam. Night, 

Unpeopled empire fhare, 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
For now is come the promised hour. 
When Juftice fliall have power; 
Jullice to earth reftor'd ^ 
Again Aftrea reigns f 
Anna her equal fcale mainralns. 
And Marlborough wtelds her fure deciding (wordt 
I. 
Now, couldft thou fear, my Mufe, to fing the man 
In heights fublime, as when the Mantuan fwan 
Her towering pinions fpread ; 
Thou (hould'ft of Marlborough fing, whofe hand 
Unerring, from his Queen's command, 
Far as the feren -mouth 'd Iller*s fecret head. 
To favc th* Imperial ftate, her hardy Britons led. 

II. 
Nor there thy fong ihould end $ though all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heavenly voices join 
To fing that glorious day. 
When bold Bavaria fled the field. 
And veteran Gauls unus'd to yield 
On Blenheim's Plain imploring mercy lay 5 
And (jpoils and trophies won, perplexed the victor's way. 
III. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim fing, 

And with fiiccefs that fong purfue ; 
What art could aid thy wearied wing 
To keep the viflor iVill.in view i 

M For 
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For as the fun nc*er Hops his radiant flight. 
Nor fets but with impartial ray 

To all who want his light 
Alternately traBsfers the day : 
So in the glonous round of fame. 
Great Marlborough, dill the fame, 
InceiTant runs his courie : 
To climes remote* and near. 
His conquering erhis by turns appear. 
And uniVer&l h his aid and force-. 

I. 
Attempt not to proceed, unwary Mnfe, 
For O ! what notes, what numbers could'ft thou chuie 
Though in all numbers flull'd : 
To (ing the hero*s matchlefs deed, 
Which Belgia favM, and Brabant freed ; 
To iing Ramillia's day I to which muft yield . 
Cannae's lUuftrious fight, and fam'd Phaiialia*8 field. 
II. 
In the fhort courfeof a diurnal fun. 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 
What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 
Luftre and life, the Poet's art ^ 

To middle virtue may impart ; 
But deeds fublime, exalted high like thefe, 
Tranfcend his utmoll fight ; and mock his diflant praife. 
III. 
Still would the willing Mufe alpire. 

With tranlport flill her ftrains prolong; 
But fear unflrings the trembling lyre. 
And admiration flops her fong. G« 
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Go on» great chief, in Anna*s caufe proceed ; 
Nor fheath the terrors of thy fword, 

Till Europe thou haft freed. 
And univerfal peace reftor'd. 
This mighty work when thou Ihalt end. 
Equal rewards attend. 
Of value far above 

Thy trophies and thy ipoils ; 
Rewards ev*n worthy of thy toils. 
Thy Queen's juft favour^ and thy Country's love 



Ml TO 
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To the Bight Honourable the 

EARL OF GODOLPHIN* 

Lord High-Treasurer of Great Britain. 

PINDARIC ODE. 

« —.Que^nris medift erue turbi : 

'** Ant obavaritiam» aut mifeii ambitione labomt* 

** Hunc capit argenti fplendor 

** Hie mutat merces furgente i foki ad eum quo 
f* Vefpertina tepet regie : quin per mala praecepa 

«Fcrtur ^ 

*' Oqinei hi metuunt Terfusy odere poetas." 

HoR. L. I. Stt. iT. 
• 

. I. 

TO kizai^ous attempts and hardy toils. 
Ambition fome excites i 
And fome, delire of martial ipoils 

To bloody fields invites ; 
Others, infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous mainf 
To pafs the burning line, and bear 
Th' inclemency of winds, and feas, and air ; 
Preiiing the doubtful voyage till India's fhore 
Her ipicy bofom bares^ and ipreads her ihining ore. 

4 ILKo# 
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II. 
Nbr widows tears, nor tender orphans crieii. 
Can fiop th' invader's force { 
Nor (welling Teas, nor threatening fides, • 

Prevent the pirate's courfe ; 
Their lives to felfiih ends decreed, 
Through blood or rapine they proceed t 
No anxious thoughts of ill repute 
Sufpend th' impetuous and unjuft purfuit ; 
But power and wealth obtained, guilty and great. 
Their fellow-cieatures fears they raiie, or urge their hate« 
IIL 
But not for theft his ivory lyre 
Will tuneful Phoebus firing. 
Nor Polyhymnia crownM amid the choir, 

Th* immortal epode fuig. 
Thy (prings, Caftalia, turn theirTlreams afide 

From rapine, avarice, and pride ; 
Nor do thy greens, Ihady Aonia, grow. 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 
I. 
How juft, rooft mighty Jove, yet how ievere 
Is thy fupreme decree, 
That impious men ihall joylefs hear 

The Mufcs* harmony ! 
Their facred fongs, (the recompence 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pious minds to rapture raife, 
And worthy deeds at once excite and praife, 
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To guilty hearts afford no kind relief,- 
But add inflaming rage, and more afliiaing grief. 
IT. 
Monftrotfs TyphcBus, thus, new terrors fill, 
He, who affail'd the ikies, 
And now> beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadful ^tnalies. 
Hearing the lyre's cekftiai Ibund, 
He bellows in th' abyfs prafound ; 
Sicilia trembles at his roar» 
. Tremble the ieas, and far Campania's ihorc ; 
While all his hundred mouths, at once refpirc 
Volumes of curling (iaoke, and floods of liquid fire. 

III. 

From heaven alone all good proceeds ; 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds. 

And fenfe of facred long ! 
And thus moft pleafmg are the Mufe*s lays 

To them who merit moft her praile ; 
Wherefore, for thee, her ivory lyre flic firings. 
And foars with rapture while fl^e fin'gs. 
I. 
Whether affairs of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand. 
And Anna's caufe and Europa*s fate 

Thy fcrious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and nights are fpcnt 
In cares, on public good intent ; 

Or 
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Or whether kifure hours iBvite ' 

To manly fports, or to refinM delight j 
In courts reiiding, or to plains retirM, 
Where generous fteeds conteft, with emulation fir'd ! 
11. 
Thee ftill Ihe feeks, and tuneful fings tl\y name. 
As once flie Theron fung, 
While with the deathlefs worthy's fame 

Olympian Pifa rung : 
Nor lefs fublime is now her choice. 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now (he loves aloft to found 
The man for more thjm mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, ihe takes delight 
The fwift-hcelM horfe to praife, and fmg his rapid flight, 
^ Hi. 
And fee ! the air-born racers ftart, 
Impatient of the rein ; 
Fafter they run than flies the Scithian dart. 

Nor, palfing, print the plain ! 
The winds themfelves, who with their Ixvifencfs vie. 

In vain their airy pinions ply ; 
So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfcrs pafs 
Th' aetherial authors of their race. 
I. 
And now a while the well-ftrain'd courfers breathe; 
And now, my Mufe, prepare 
Of olive leaves a twifted wreath 
To bind the vi^or 's hair. 

3VI 4. Pall*s, 
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Pallas, in care of human-kind. 
The fruitful olive firft deiign'd ; 
Deep in the glebe her (pear ihe lancM, 
M^n all at once the laden boughs »d7anc*d ; 
The Gods with wonder view*d the teeming earth. 
And all, with one conient, approy*d the beauteous birth. 
II. 
This done, earth-lhaking Neptune next eilay'd. 
In bounty to the world, 
To emulate the blue-ey'd maid ; 

And his huge trident hurl'd 
Againft the founding beach ; the ftroke 
Transfix 'd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as light, 
Forth rufh'd the firft-born horfe. Stupendous fight ! 
Neptune for human good the beaft ordains, 
Whom foon he tam*d to ufe, and taught to bear the reins. 

III. 
Thus gods contended (noble flrife. 
Worthy the heavenly mind !) 
Who moft ihould do to foften anxious life. 

And moft endear mankind. 
Thus, thou, Godolphin, doft with Marlborough ftrivc. 

From whoie joint tpils we reft derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm affures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care fecures. 

AN 
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AN IMIPOSSIBLE THINOw 



'IPO thee, dear Dick, this tale I fend^ 
-^ Both as a critick and a friend. 
I tell it with (bme variation 
(Not altogether a tranilation) 
From La Fontaine ; an author, Dick, 
Whole Mufe would touch thee to the quick. 
The fubjed^ is of that fame kind, 
To which thy heart feems moft inclined : 
How verie may alter it, God knows. 
Thou lov'ft it well, I *m fure, in proie. 
So, without preface, or pretence. 
To hold thee longer in fufpence^ 
J fhall proceed, as I am able. 
To the recital of my fable. 

A gobliil of the menry kind, 
More black of hue, than curfb of mind> 
To help a lover in diftrefs, 
Contriv'd a charm with fuch fuccefs^ 
That in ihort fpace the cruel dame 
Relented, and return 'd his flame. 
The bargain, made betwixt them bothy 
Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his falvation^ » 

And Satan fiak'd hit reputation. 

The 
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The latter promised on his port 
(To ierv€ his Inend, and (hew his an), 
''TTiat madam (hould by twelve o' clocks 
Though hitherto as hard as rock* 
Become as gentle as a glove. 
And kifs and 090 like any dove. 
In ihorty the woman ihou)d be hi% 
That is, upon condition— Vn« 
That he, the lover, after tailing 
What one would wiih were everlasting ^ 
Should, in, icturn for fuch enjoyment. 
Supply the fiend with frefh employment ; 
** That 's all, quoth Pug ; my poor rcqacft 
** Is, only, never to have reft j 
•* You thought, 'tis like, with reafon too, 
** That I fhould have been £erv*d, not you z 
** But what ? upon my friend impofc ! 
« No— though a devil, none of thofe. 
** Your bufinefs then, pray underftand me> 
''Is nothing more but to command me. 
*' Of one thing only let aie warn ye : 
*^ Which fomcNvhat nearly may concern ye : 
'* As foon as e'er one work is done, 
** Strait name a new on^ ; and fo on ; 
'* Let each to other quick fucceed, 
♦* Or elfe— you know how 'tis agreed— 
*' For if througlvany hums oc haws 
*' There haps an intervening paufe, 
*' In which, for want of fi^lh commands, 
** Your ilave obfequious, idle ftands, 
•, ' "Nor 
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«* Nor foul nor body ever more 

'* Shall fcrve the nymph whom you adore } 

" But both be laid at Satan's feet, 

" To be difpos'd as he thinks meet." 
At once the lover all approves ; 

For who can hefitate that loves ? 

And thus he ai^ues^in his thought: 

" Why, after all, I venjeure nought ; 

" What myftery is in commanding ? 

*' Does that require much UBderAaadiiigi' 

** Indeed, wcrt my part to obey, 

" He'd go the better of the lay : 

** But he muft do what I think fit — 

** Pfliaw, pfhaw, young Belzcbub is bk.'* 
Thus pleas 'd in mind, he calls a chair, 
Adjufls, and combs, and courts the ^ir: 
The fpell takes place, and all goes right. 
And happy he employs the night 
In fweet embraces balmy kiffes. 
And riots in the blifs of bliifcs. 
** O joy,'* cried he, " that has no e<pjal !** 
But hold — no raptures— mark the iequeh 
For now, when near the moming*s d»vvn» 
The youth began as 'twere to yawB; 
His eyes a filky ilumber feiz'd. 
Or would have done, if Fug had plea^M : 
But that officious Daemon near, 
Now buzz'd for bufinefs in his ear ; 
In hade, he names a thou&zkd things : 
The goblin plies his wicker wings, . ^ • 

And 
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And in a trice retunis to aik 
Another and another talk. 
Now palaces are built and towers^ 
The work of ages in few hours. 
Then ftorms are in dn inflant rais'd, 
Which the next moment are appeas'd. 
Now fliowers of gold and gems are rtun'd. 
As if each India had been drain'd : 
And he, in one aftonifh'd view, 
Sees both Golconda and Peru. 
Thefe things, and ftranger things than theici 
Were done with equal ipeed and eafe. 
• And now to Rome po6r Pug he '11 fend ; 
And Pug foon reach'd his journey's end. 
And foon retum'd with fuch a pack 
Of bulls and pardons at his back. 
That now, the Squire (who had fome hope 
In holy water and the pope) 
Was out of heart, and at a fland 
What next to wifli, and what command ; 
Invention flags, his brain grows muddy. 
And black deipair fucceeds brown ftudy. 
In this diftrefs the woeful youth 
Acquaints the nymph with all the truth, 
Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 
Both foul and body were at ftake, 
** And is this all ?" replies the fair: 
*^ Let me alone to cure this care. 
*< When next your Dannon ihall appear, 
** Pray give him— look, what I holdhere^ 

"And 
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** And bid him labour, foon or late, 
" To lay thcfe ringlets lank and ftrait.'» 
Then, fomething fcarcely to be fcen. 
Her finger and her thumb between 
She held, and fwectly fmiling, cry'd, 
" Your Goblin's fldllfliall now be try'd.'* 
She (aid $ and gave— what fhall I call 
That thing fofhining, crifp, and fm^Il, 
Which round hi$ finger ftrove to twine ? 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine > 
Or (prig from Cythcrea's grove ; 
Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 
With awe, he now takes from her hand 
That fleece-like flower of fairy land : 
Lefs precious', whilom, was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece } 
Or that, which modern ages fee ^^^ 
The (pur and prize of chivalry, 
Whofe curls of kindred texture grace 
Heroes and kings of Spaniih race. 

The (jpark prepared, and Fug at hand. 
He ilTues, thus, his ftri6l tommand : 
** This line, thus curve and thus orbicular^ 
" Render dirc6l, and perpendicular j 
** But (b dircft, that in no fort 
•• It ever may in rings retort, 
** See me no more till this be done : 
** Hence, to thy talk— avaunt, be gone." 

Away the fiend like lightning flies^ 
And all his wit to work applies : 

Anvll9 
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Anvils and prelTes he employs, 

And dins whole liell with hammering noife. 

In vain : he to no terms can bring 

One twirl of that rclu6Vant thing; 

Th' elailic fibre mocks his pains. 

And its firft fpiral form retains. 

New ftratagems the {pnte contrives. 

And down the depths of iea he dives : 

** This fprunt its pertncfs fure will lofe 

** When laid (faid he) to foak in ooze.'' 

Poor foolifti fiend ! he little knew 

Whence Venus and her garden grew. 

Old Ocean, with paternal waves 

The child of his own bed receives ; 

Which oft as dipt new force exerts. 

And in more vigorous curls revens. 

So when to earth Alcides flung 
The huge Antaeus, whence he fprung, 
From every fall frefh ftrength he gain'd. 
And with new life the fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd, 
Now knows what flight to praftife next : 
The more he tries, the more he fails ; 
Nor charm, nor art, nor force avails* 
But all concur his fhame to fhow^ 
And more exafperate the foe. 

And now he penfive turns and fad. 
And looks like melancholic mad. 
He rolls his eyes now off, now on 
That wonderful phsenomenon. 



Some- 
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Sometimes he twifts and twirls it round, 

Then, paufing, meditates profound : 

No end he fees of his fuiprize, 

Nor what it Ihould be can deviie : 

For never yet was wool or feather, 

That coul d ftand buff againft all weather ; 

And unrelaxMy like this, re£il 

Both wind and rain, and fnow.and mift. 

What fluff, or whence, or how 'twas made. 

What fpinfter which could fpin fuch thread. 

He nothing knew; but, to his coft. 

Knew all his fame and labour loft. 

Subdued, abafli'd, he gave it o'er ; 

'Tis faid, he blulh'd ; 'tis fure, he fwore 

Not all the wiles that hell could hatch 

Could conquer that Superb Muftach. 

^Defeated thus, thus difcontent, 

Back to the man the Daemon went : 

«« I grant," quoth he, " our contraft null, 

<« And give you a difcharge in full. 

•* But tell me now, in name of wonder, 

" (Since I fo candidly knock under) 

•* What is this thing > Where could it grow ? 

«• Pray take it— 'tis in ftatu quo. 

•• Much good may 't do you ; for my part, 

•• I walh my hands of 't from my heart." 

*« In truth. Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy," 
Replies the lad, " you 're too foon weary, 
" What, leave this trifling talk undone ! 
•* And think'ft thou this the only one > 

I "Alas! 
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« Alas ! were this iubdued, thoud'd find 
** Millions of moreftich ftiil behind ; 
•« Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 
'* Both you and all your whole fraternity." 



The PEASANT in Search of his HEIFER; 
A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE. 

TTfo befell: afiHyfwain 
■* Had fought his heifer long in vain ; 
For wanton flie had friiking ftray'd, 
And left the lawn, to feek the fliade. 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes. 
Then, to the wood, in hafte he hies j 
Where, fingling out the faireft tree. 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or fee^ 

Anon, there chanc*d that way to pafa 
A jolly lad and buxom lafs : 
The place was apt, the paflime pleafant ; 
Occafion with her forelock prefent : 
The girl agog, the gallant ready ; 
So lightly down he lays ray lady. 
But fo ihe turned, or fo was laid. 
That fhe fome certain charms diiplay'd. 
Which with fuch wonder ftruck his fight 
< With wonder, much; more, with delight) 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, " What ? 
*• What fee I, gods 1 What fee I not !'* 

B«t 
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But nothing nam*d ; from whence 'tis gucfs*d', 
*T\vas more than welt could be exprels'd. 

The clown aloft, who lent an car. 
Strait {{opt him fhort in raid cai«er: 
And louder cry*d, " Ho ! honcft friend, 
** That of thy feeing feeft no encf ; 
•* Deft fee the heifer, that I feek ? 
*• If do ft, pray, befo kind to fpeak." 

HOMER'S HYMN TO VENUS; 

OING, Mufe, the force and all-inf:rmingfirt 
^ Of Cyprian Venus, goddefs of defire ; 
Her charms th' immortal minds of gods can oi,ov^ 
And tame the ftubborn race of men to love. 
The wilder herds and ravenous beaft of prey 
Ker'in fluence feel, and own her kindly fway. 
Through pathlefs Air, and boundlefs Ocean's Ipace^ 
She rules the feariier'd kind and finny race ^ 
Whole nature on hcrfole fupport depend^ 
And far as lifeexifts, her care extends. 

Of all the numerous hoft of gods above'. 
But three aie found inflexible to love. 
Blue-ey*d Minei-va free preferves his heart, 
A virgin utibeguil'd by Cupid*s art ,• 
In (hining arms the martial maid delights, 
O'ef war prefides, and well-difputed fights j 
With third of fame (lie firll the hero fir'd, 
And full the Ikill of ufcful arts infpir'd^ 
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Taught aitUb firft the carving tool to wield. 
Chariots with brafs to arm, and form the fenceful ihield i 
She firil taught modeft maids in early bloom 
To (him the lazy life, and fpin, or ply the loom. 

Diana next, the Papbian queen defief , 
Her fmiling arts and proflferM friendfbip flses : 
She loves, with well-mouth'd hounds and chearful hoi» 
Or iilver-founding voice", to wake the mom. 
To wound the mountain boar,or roufe the wood-land deers 
To draw the bow, or dart the pointed ipear, 
Sometimes, of gloomy groves ifae likes the (hades. 
And there, of virgin nymph the chorus leads; 
And fometimes feeks the town, and leaves the plains^ 
And loves (bciety where virtue reigns. 

The^third celeftial power averfe to love 
Is virgin Vefla, dear to mighty Jove j 
Whom Neptune fought to wed, and Fhcsbus woo'd^ 
And both with fruitlefs labour long purfued ^ 
For (Re, feverely chafle, reje£^ed both. 
And bound her purpo(e with a folemn oath, 
A virgin life inviolate to lead ; 
She fwore, and Jove aflenting bow'd his head. 
But (ince her rigid choice the joys deny'd ") 

Of nuptial rites, and blefiings of a bride, I 

The bounteous Jove with gifts that want fupply'd. J 
High on a thrcme (he fits aroidft the ikies, . 
And firftis fed with fumes of iacrifice : 
For holy rites to Vefla firft are paid. 
And on her altaf firft-fruit offerings laitf| 
So Jove oidain*d in honour of the maid. 

a Thefc^ 
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Thefe are the powers above^ and only tl^Ce, 

Whom Love and Chytherea's art diipleafe : 

Of other bein^» none in earth or ikies 

Her force reiifts, or influence denies. 

With eafe, her charms the thunderer can bind* 

And captivate with love th* almighty mind : 

£v'n he, whofe dread commands the gods (^y« 

Submits to her, and owns fuperior (way ; 

£nilav'd to mortal beauties by her power. 

He oft defcends, his creatures to adore ; 

While, to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes« 

Some well-difTembled (hape the gods belies. 

Juno, his wife and iifter, both in place 

And beauty, firft among th' aetherial race ; 

Whom,, all-tranfcending in fuperior worth. 

Wife Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth :. 

And Jovcj by never-erring counfel fway'd. 

The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with juft refentmcnt fir'd« 

The laughing queen herfelf with love inipir*d. 

Swift through her veins the fweet contagion ran. 

And kindled in her breaft defire of mortal man ; 

That ihe, like other deities, might prove 

The pains and pleafures of inferior love { 

And not infultingly the gods deride. 

Whole fons.were human by the mother's fide : 

Thus, Joveordain'd (he nowibr man fhould bum* 

And bring forth mortal ofispring in her turn. 
Amongil the fprings which flow from Ida's head. 

His lowing herds the young Anchifes f^d : 

N » Whofa 
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Whofe godlike form and face the fminng queen 

Beheld, andlov'd tomadncfs foc^n as feen. 

To Cyprus ftrait the wounded gcxldcfs flics, 

Where Paphian temples in her honour rife, 

And altars fifnokewith daily facVifice. 

Soon as aniv'd, (he to her fhrine repaired, 

Where e«t«Hng quick, iJ^c fhining gates (he barr'd* 

The ready Graces wait, her haths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant oils her flowirg hair, 

Her flowing hair around her'ihoulders fpnad^, 

Andal] a down ambrofijl odour fheds. 

Lafl:, in tranfpaiient rohes her lirflbs they fold^ 

Enrich'd with omanricnts of purcfl gold. 

And thus attir*d, her chariots (he afcends* 

And, Cyprus left, her flight to Trov (he bend«» 

On Ida IheaTights, then ieeks the feat 
Wliich lov'd Anchifes chofe for his retreat : 
And ever as flie walk*d throrrch la^.vn or wood, 
Promifcuoirs herds of heatts admiring iiood, 
Some humbly follow, whik fome fawning meet. 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her feet. 
Dogs, Vwnt, wolves, snd bears, their eyes uaitty 
And the fwift panther 4U^ fio gaze with fix^d detigitt. 
For, every glance (be give*, foft fire imparts. 
Enkindling fweetdeflre in favage hearts. 
lnfiam*d with lore, all fmgle out their mates. 
And to their fhady dens each pair retretfs. 

Meantime the tent fte ^ieft fo much defir'd. 
Where her Anchifes was tloae retir'd ; 

WitliP 
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Withdrawn from all his friends and fellow -IWains, 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and (ought the plains e 
In pieafing folitude the youth (he found. 
Intent upon his lyre*s harmonious (bund. 
Before his^eyes Jove's beauteous daughter (lood. 
In form and drefs, a huntrefs of the wood $ 
Tor had he feen the goddefs undi(guis*d, 
The youth with awe and fear had been furpriz'd. 
Fix'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 
To fee a nymph fo bright, and fo attir'd. 
For from her flowing robe a luftre fpread» 
As if with radiant flames. (he were array 'd ; 
Her hair in part difclos'd, in part conceal'd. 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewels held j 
With various gold and gems her neck was grac'd. 
And orient pearls heavM on her panting breaft : 
Bright as the moon flie (hone, with filent light, 
And charm'd his fcnfe with wonder and delight, 
^hus while Anchifes gaz'd, through every veim 
A thiilling joy he felt, and pieafing pain. 
At length he fpakc—" All hail, ccle(^ial fair ! 
" Who humbly doft to vifit earth repair. 
•* Whoe'er thou art, defcended from above, 
•* Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, 
** All hail ! all honour (hall to thee be paid ; 
*' Or art thou * Themis ? or the f blue-cy'd msiid I 
" Or, art fhou faireft of the Graces three, 
** Who with the gods fhare immortality ? 

* The Goddtft of .Equity and Right, f Pallas* 
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** Or elie, ibme nymph, die guardian of thcfe woo^s, 
^*" Thcfe caves, thcic froitful hills, or cryftal floods? 
** Whoe'er thon art, in fome conipicnous field, 
** I, to thy honour, will an altar build, 
** Where holy ofierings I '11 each hour prepare ; 
" O prove but thou propitious to my prayer ? 
•* Grant me, among the Trojan race, to prove 
*• A patriot worthy of my country's love; 
•* Blcfs'd in myfelf, I beg I next may be 
•* Plefs'd in my children and pofterity : 
•* Happy in health, long let me fee the fun, 
** And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done.** 
He laid. — Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply 'd, 
*• Delight of human-kind, thy fex's pride ! 
*^ Honour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 
*• No goddefs blefs'd with immortality ; 
•* But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 
•* Otreus my ladier (you have heard the name) 
•' Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lands, 
** And all her towns and fortrciTes commands. 
** When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 
*■ There was I nurs'd, and there your language taughtf 
** Then wonder not, if, tfius inifaru£bd young, 
*• I, like my own. can (peak the Trojan tongue* 
** In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold ; 
•* Why thusarriv'd, I (hall the caufe unfold. 
*' As late our fports we pra£Hs*d on the plain, 
<' I and my fellow-nymph of Cynthia's train 
** Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd^ 
** And by admixing crowda encomjpaii'd xtyond. 
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•* Lo ! hovering o'er my head I faw the god 
•* Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod : 
" Sudden he feiz'd, then bore me from their fight> 
** Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight. 
•* O'er many ftates and peopled towns we pafs'd, 
*• 0*er hills and valleys, and o'er deierts waifte j 
" O'er barren moors, and o'er unwholefomefens^' 
" And woods where beafts inhabit dreadful dens. 
** Through ail which pathlefs way our fpeed was fvjch^ 
•* We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 
** Meantime he told me, while through air we fled, 
" That Jove ordain'd I fliould Anchifes wed, 
" And with illuflrious ofi*spring blefs his bed; 
** This faidi and pointing to me your abode, 
«* To heaven again up-foar'd the fwift-wing'd God ;. 
•* Thus, of ncceflity, to you I come, 
•* Unknown, and lofl, far from my native home. 
" But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
** By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 
« By your good parents (for no bad could e'er 
'* Produce a Ton fo graceful, good, and fair) ; 
•* That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 
** But let me hence an untouched maid depart i 
«• Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 
** Let me be to your houfe and mother le^» 
•* Me to your father and your brotliers fliow, 
•• And our alliance firft let them allow : 
•• Let me be known, and my condition own*d, 
^ And no unequal match I may be found. 

^' 4 « Equaliiy 
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^* Fquality to them my birth may claim, 
•• Worthy a da\)^hter*s or a fitter's name, 
*• Though for your wife, of too inferior fame. 
** Next, let ambafladors to Phrygia hafte, 
•* To tell my father of my fortunes pafs'd, 
** And cafe my mother in that anxious fiate, 
**Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create. 
** They in return Ihall prefcnts bring from thenc« 
** Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe : 
•* You in peculiar ihall with gifts be grac'd, 
** In price and beauty far above the reft. 
'• This done, perform the rites of nuptial love, 
" Grateful to men below, and Gods above," 
She faid, and from her eyes fliot fubtlc fires, 
Which to his heart infinuate defires. 
RefifUefs love invading thus his bread. 
The panting youth the fmiling queen addrefs'd t 
•* Since mortal you, of mortal mother came^ 
•' And Otreus you report your father^s name j 
•• And fince th' immortal Hermes from above, 
** To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
" Your wondrous beauties hither has convey*d^ 
*• A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead : 
•• Know, now, that neither gods nor men have poiyjjp * 
•* One minute to defer the happy hour, 
«• This inftant will I feize upon thy diarms, 
<* Mix with thy foul, and melt within thy arms r 
<* Though Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring darr, 
** Stood ready to transfix my panting heait ; 

a 
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*• Though Death, thoug^h Hell, in confequence attend, 
•• Thou (halt with mc the genial bed afcend." 

• He faidy and fuddcn fnatch'd her beauteous hand $ 
The goddefs fmil'd, nor did th' attempt withfiandv 
But 6x*d her eyes upon the hero's bed. 
Where foft and filken coverlets were fpread. 
And over all a counterpane wasplacM, 
Thick (own with furs of many a lavage beaily 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his ipoil ; 
And ft ill remained the trophies of his toil. 

Now to afcend the bed they both prepare. 
And he with eager hafte difrobes the fair. 

Her fparklin'g necklace, firft, he laid afide; 
Her bracelets next, and braided hair unty'd : 
* And now, his bufy hand her zone unbrac'd. 
Which girt her radiant robe around her wafte ; 
Her radiant robe at laft afide was thrown, 
Whofe rofy hue with dazzling luftre (hone. 

The Queen of Love the youth thus difarray'(!> 
And oa a chair of gold her veftmcnts laid. 
Anchiies now (fo Jove and fate ordatn'd) 
The fwcct extreme of ecftafy attained j 
And mortal he, was like th' immortals blefs'd. 
Not confcious of the goddefs he polTcfs'd. 

But when the fwains their flocks and herds had fed,*] 
And from the flowery field returning, led 
Their flieep to fold, and oxen to the flied ; 
In foft and pleaflng chains of fleep profound, 
Tb^ wary goddeis her Anchiies bound s 

11^9 



] 



if6 CONGREVE^S POEMS, 
Then gently rifing from his fide and bed. 
In all her bright attire hct limbs array 'd. 

And now, her fair-cro\vn'd head aloft (he rears. 
Nor more a mortal, but herfelf appears : 
Her face refulgent, and majeftic mien, 
Confcfs'd the goddefs, Love's and Beauty's Queen. 

Then thus, aloud, ihe calls : ** Anchifes, wake s 
•• Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfake : ^ 

** Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, 
" Behold me well—- fay, if I fcem the fame.*' 

At her firft call, the chains of deep were broke. 
And, darting from his bed, Anchifes woke : 
But when he Venus view'd without difguifc. 
Her fhining neck beheld, and radiant eyes ; 
Aw'd and abafh*d, he tum'd his head afide. 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confused with wonder, and with fear opprefs'd. 
In winged words, he thus the Queen addrefs'd ; 

" When firft, O Goddefs, I thy form beheld, 
'' Whofe charms fo far humanity excel I'd ; 
** To thy celeftial power my vows I paid, 
** And with humility implor'd thy aid : • 
*' But thou, for fecrct caufe to me unknown^ 
«* Didft thy divine immortal ftatc difown. 
*• But now, I beg thee by the filial love 
** Due to thy father, ^gis-bearing J we, 
^* Compaflion on my human ftate to fliow 5 
•' Nor let rae lead a life infirm below j 
** Defend me from the woes which mortals wait,^ , 
^ Nor let me (hare of meQ the common fate : 
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«• Since never man with length of days was bleft, 
•* Who in delights of love a deity poffefs'd." 

To him, Jove's beauteous daughter thus replied : 
•* Be bold, Anchifes j in my love confide : 
** Nor me, nor other God, thou needed to fear^ 
** For thou to all the heavenly race art dear. 
'* Know, from our^ I^ves, thou ihalt a Ton obtain^ 
•• Who over all the realm of Twy fliall reign ; 
*< From whom a race of monarchs ihall defcendj, 
•* And whole pofterity ihall know no end, 
** To him thou ihalt the name ^neas give, 
•* As one, for whofe conception I mud grieve» 
** Oft as I think, he to exift began 
*' From my conjunction with a mortal man.'* 

But Troy, of all the habitable earth. 
To a fuperior race of men gives birth.; 
Producing heroes of th' xtherial kind. 
And next refembling gods in foim and mind. 
. From thence great Jove to azure Ikies conveyM 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th' immortals honoured (ihrange to fee!) 
The youth enjoys a blefs*d eternity. 
In bowls of gold he ruddy ne6\ar pours. 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 
Long did the King, his fire, his abfence mourn. 
Doubtful by whom, or where, the boy was borne r 
Till Jove at length, in pity of his grief, 
Difpatch'd Argicides to his relief ; 
And, more with gifts to pacify his. mind. 
He fent him horfes of a deathlefs kind, 
Whofe feet outftripc 1a fpesd, tlK rapid wind. 

Charging 
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Charging wirhal fwlft Hermes to relate 
The y(»uth'8 advancement to a heavenly (lafe ; 
Where all his hours are pafsMin circlin? icy. 
Which age can ne'er decay, nor death de^roy* 
Now, when this embafly the King receives, 
No more for abfent Ganymede he grieves j 
The pleafing news his aged heart revives, 
And with delight hisfwift-htel'd fteeds he drives. 

'' But when the golden -throned Aurora made 
•* Tithonus partner of htr roiy bed, 
** (Tithonus too was of the Trojan line, 
•* Refembling gods in face and foon divine) 
** For him (he ftrait the thunderer addrefs'd, 
•* That with perpetual life he might be blefs'd j 
♦^ Jove heard her prayer, and granted her requeft. 
*^ But ah ! how raih was ihe, how indifcreet ! 
•* The moft material bleliing to omit ; 
** Negleiling, or not thinking to provide, 
** That length of days might be with ftrength fuppliej 5 
** And to her lover's endlefs life, engage 
"An endlefs youth, incapable of age. 
** But hear what fate befcH this lieavcnly fair, 
•* In gold enthron'd, the brightcft child of air, 
** Tithonus, while of pieafing youth polfefs'd, 
*' Is by Aurora with delight carefs'd ; 
** Dear to her arms, he in her court reiides, 
** Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utmoft tides.. 

** But when fhe faw grey hairs begin to fprcad, 
** Deform bis beard; and difadorn his head, 
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** The gwddefs cold in her embraces grew, 
•• His arms decKn'd, and from his bed withdrew ; 
** Yet ftill a kind of nurfmg care ftie (liow'd, 
** And food ambrofial, and rich" cloaths bcttow'd c 
** But when of age he felt the lad extreme, 
•' And every nerve w'hs (hrunk, and limb was lame^ . ' 
*' Lock'd in a rooni her ulelefs fpoufe {he left, 
** Of yonthy 4rf vigour, and of voice bereft: 
*' On terms like thefe, I never can delire > 

•• Thou fhould*ft to immortality afpirc. 

«* Could*ft thou indeed, as now thou art, remain, 
*• Thy ftrength, thy beauty? and thy youth retain, 
•• Could*ll thoQ forever thus roy huiband prove, 
•• I might live happy in thy endlefs love; 
** Nor ibould I e*cr have caufe to dread the day, 
** When I'TDttft mourn thy lofsiand life's decay* 
'• But thou, -alas !- too foon and furcmuft bend" 
*• Beneath the woe? 'which painful age attend ; 
V InexoraWc age ! wbofe wretched. ftatc . 
•* All mortals dread* and all immortals hate. 

'* Now, know, I alfo muft my portion fhare» 
** And for thy fake reproach and iharae muft bear, 
*' For I, wIm> hcretofoic in chain^s of ioMC 
*^ Could captivate the minds of gods abovey 
«* And fprcc them, by my all-fubdwirg charms, 
** To figh add iangutfli in a woman's arms : 
** Muft n«w no more that power fuperior boail, ; » 
*' Nor tax wkh weakncfs the celeftial hoft, ; 
'* Since I myfelf this dear amends hav<; madcy 
' ^ And am atlaft by my owi^ arts beuay'd. 

** Enln^ 



190 COJIGREVE'S POEMS. 
" Erring like thenvi with appetite depniv*d» 
*' Thi« hour, by thee, I have a fon conceived ; 
"' Whom hid beneath my zone, I mud conceal, 
** Till Time his being and my Ihame reveal. 

'' Him (hall the nymphs who thele fair woods adon 
^' Ib their deep boibms nurfe, as foon as bom i 
'' They nor of mortal nor immortal ieed 
^* Ate faid to fpring, yet on Amboofia feed, 
** And long they live, and oft in chorus joia 
** With gods and goddefles in dance divine. 
^* Xhefe the Silent couxt ; thele Hermes loves, 
** And their embraces feeks in fliady groves. 
^* Their origin and birth theie nymphs deduce 
" From common parent earth's prolific jnkei 
** With lofty firs which grace the mounuin's brow, 
** Or ample-ipreading oaks at once they grow ; 
'' All Have their trees allotted to their care, 
** Whofe growth, duration, and decrease tliey ibai«^ 
'' But holy are thefe groves by mortals held, 
** And therefore by the ax are never fell'd. 
^' But when the £ate of ibme fair tree draws nig^, 
*' It Mt appears to droop, and then grows dry { 
'' The bark to crack and periih next is icen, 
*' And laft the boughs it iheds, no longer green : 
*' And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
** And live and die coaeval with their trees. 

** Theie gentle nymphs, by my perfuafion won^ 
■** Shall in their fweet reccfles nurfe my fbn ; 
^* And when his cheeks with youth's firft bluihes glowj 
^ To thee the lacnd suudc the boy iball (how. 

•* More 



HOMER^S HYMN TO VENUS. 19^ 
** More to inftnift thee, when five years fhall end, 
^* I will again to vifit thee defcend, 
** Bringing thy beauteous fan to charm thy fight, 
*« Whofe godlike form (hall fill thee with delight ; 
•* Him will I Jeave thenceforward to thy care, 
*' And will that with him thou to Troy repair t 
** There, if enquiry fhall be made, to know 
** To whom thou doft fo bright an offspring owe y 
*' Be fure thou notbtng of the truth detc£b, 
'*-But ready anfwer make as I dire£t. 
** Say of a fylvan nymph the fair youth came» 
** And Calycopis call his mother's name. 
*' For ihould*(l thou boaft the truth, and madly own 
** That thou in blifs hadft Cytherea known, 
*" Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 
*« And with avenging thunder ftrike thee dead. 
••* Now aJl is told thee, and juft caution given, 
^' Be fecret thou, and dread the wrath of heaven." 

She fikid, and fudden ibar'd above his fight, 
Cutting through liquid air her heavenward flight. 

All bail, bright Cyprian Queen ! thee firftlpraiiey 
Tivn to ibme other power tnuisfier ipy lays* 



C ON^ 



[ »9i ] 

CONTENTS 

O F 

CONOR. EVE'S POEMS. 

EPISTLE to the Right Honourable Charles Loitl 
Halifax Page 3 

The Mourning Mufe of Alexis. A Paftoral, la- 
menting the Death of Queen Mary 5 
To |hc King, on the taking 'of Namur 15 
The Birth of the Mufe, To tiie Right Plonour- 

aDle Charles Lord Halifax 20 

On Mrs. Arabella Hunt finging 29 

Priam's Lamentation and Petition to Achilles for 

the Body of his Son He£^or 3.3 

The Lamentations of Hecuba, Andromache, and 

Helen, OYcr the dead Body of Heftor 37 

PaKaphrafe u)X)n Horace, Ode 19. Llb< x. 44 

Stanzas in Imitation of Horace, Lib. z. Ode 14. 45 
In Imitation of Horace, Ode 9. Lib. x. 48 

Song 51 

The Reconciliation ^z 

Abfence 53 

Song ibid. 

Song in Dialogue, for two Won^ea 54 

Song 55 

Thfi Petition ibid. 

* Song 



C O K T E N T S. m 

Song* 56 

Song ibid. 

Occafioned by a Lady's having writ Vcrfes in Com- 
mendation of a Poem which was written in Praife 
of another Lady . 57 

Epigram written after the Deccafe of Mrs. Arabella 
Hunt, under her Picture drawn playing on a 
Lute ibid. 

Song 58 

Hymn to Harmony, in Honour of St. Cecilia's 

Day, 1 70 1 ibid* 

Verfes to the Memdry of Grace Lady Gethin, occa- 
fioned by reading her Book, intituled Reliquiae 
Gcthinianag 64 

Epitaph upon Robert Huntingdon, of Stanton Har- 

court, Efq. and Robert hi « Son 65 

To Mr. Dryden on his Tranflation of Perfius 6G 

The Eleventh Satire of Juvenal 68 

Prologue to Queen Mary, upon herMajefty's coming 
to fee the Old Batchelor, after having feen the 
Double Dealer Si 

Epilogue at the Opening of the Queen's Theatre in 

the Hay-market with an halian Paftoral 83 " 

Prologue to Pyrrhus King of Epirus 84 

£4>ik)gue to Oroonoko 8.5 

Prologue to the Hulband- his own Cuckold 87- 

Prologue to A vei^y good Wife, 1693 89 

Prologue to the Court, on the Qu«en*s Birth-day, 
1704 91 

O The 



194 CONTENTS- 

The Tears of Amaryllis for Amyntas. A Pafloral, 
lamenting the Death of the late Lord Marquis of 
Blandford 9^. 

To Cynthia, weeping, and not ipeaking. Elegy. 99 
Amoret 102. 

Lefbia 103 

Doris ibid. 

To Sleep. Elegy 106 

To Sir Godfrey Kneller, occafioned by L — Y— -'s 

Pifture . xoS 

Tq a Candle. Elegy 109 

Ovid's Third Book of tfie Art of Love 1 1 1 • 

Of PJeafing j an Epiftle to Sir Richard Temple 14* 
A Letter to the Right Honourable the Lord Vifcount 

Cobham, 1729 146 

On Mifs Temple, afterwards Lady of Sir Thomas 

Lyttelton 149 

A Pindaric Ode, humbly offered to the Queen, on 
the viftorious Progrefs of her Majefty's Arms 
under the Condud^ of the Duke of Marlborough. 
To which is prefixed a Difcourie on the Pindaric 
Ode 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Godolphin, 
Lord High Treafurcr of Great Britain. Pin- 
daric Ode 164 
An Impoffiblc Thing. A Tale 169 
The Peafant in Search of his Heifer. A Talc, 

after Mr. De la Fontaine 176 

Homer's Hymn to Venus : Tranflatcd into Englifh 
Vwfc ' • 177 

s 



«5« 



THE 



P O E M S 



O F 



ELIJAH FENTON. 



O z 



^ ' O E M ' I 

BY 
ELIJAH FENTON. 



To the Right Honourable CHARLES, Earl 
of Orrery, theft Poems are moft humbly dedi- 
cated by his Lord(hip*8 mof^ obliged, and mod 
obedient Servant, E, FENTON. 



A N 

ODE TO THE SUN, 

For the N E W * Y E A R, 1707. 

** Augur, & fulgente dccorus arcu 

•* Phoebus accept ufque novem Camoenis, 

*' Qui (alutari levat arte felTos 

** Corporis artus j— — 

** Alterum in Luftrum meliufque Temper 

** Prorpget aevum." Hon,* 

I. 
TJ EGIN, ccleftial fouree of light, 
-M To gild the new-revolving fphere ; 
And from the pregnant worab of night, 
Vigt on to birth the infant year. 

O i Rick 
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Rich with anipicioDs lafiic nfc. 

Thou faircft regent of the flues, 

Confpicuoos with thy filver how ! 

To thee, a god, 'twas given by Jort 

To rule the radiant orbs above. 

To Gionana this below. 

n. 

With joy fcnew thy deftin'd net. 
And let the mighty manrhs begin : 
Let no ill omen cloud thy hcc. 
Through all thy circle finile ferene. 
While the item minifters of fate 
Watchful o'er pale Lutetia wak. 
To grieve the Gaul's perfidious head ; 
The hours» thy offspring heavenly fair. 
Their whiteft wings ihould ever wear. 
And gentle joys on Albion ihed« 
III. 

When Ilia bore the future fates of Rome, 
And the long honours of her race began^ 
Thus, to piepare the graceful age to come. 
They from thy (lores in happy order ran. 
Heroes ele6ied to the lift of fame, 
Fix'd the fure columns of herriiing ftate : 
Till the loud triumphs of the }ulian name 
Render'd the glories of her reign compleat. 
Each year advanced a rival to the re£U 
In comely fpoils of war^ and great atchievemc&ts dreft. 
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I. 

Say, Fhoebusy for thy fearching eye 
Saw Rome the darling child of fate. 
When nothing equal here could vie 
In ftrength with her imperious fiate i 
Say if high virtues there did reign 
Exalted in a nobler fhain. 
Than in fair Albion thou haft feen i 
Or can her demi-gods compare 
Their trophies for fuccefsful war. 
To thofe that rife for Albion*s Queen f 

ir. 

When Albion firft majeftic (hew'd 
High o'er the circling Teas her head, 
Her the great Father fmiling view'd. 
And thus to bright Victoria faid : 
Mindful of Phlegra*s happy plain, 
On which, fair nymph, you fix'd my reign. 
This ifle to you ihall facred be j 
Her hand (hall hold the rightful fcale. 
And 'crowns be vanqtiifh*d, or prevail. 
As Gloriana fhall decree. 

III. 

Viftoria triumph in thy great increaie ! 
With joy the Julian ftem the Tyber claims. 
Young Ammon's might the Granic waves confefs j 
The Heber had a Mars, a Churchill Thames : 
Roll, Sovereign of the ftrcams ! thy rapid tide. 
And bid thy brother floods revere the Queen, 
Whofe voictf the hero*» happy hand employed 
Tq iave the Danube, and fubdue the Seine s 

O 4 And, 



And, boldly juft to Gloriana's fame, 
Exalt thy filver urn, and duteous homage claim. 
I. 

Advanc'd to thy meridian height. 
On earth, great Gi>d of Day, look down : 
LefWindlbr entertain thy fight. 
Clad in fair emblems of renown : 
And whilft in radiant pomp appear 
The names to bright Vi6loria dear. 
Intent the long pjDceflion view : 
Confefs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was deck'd with more. 
Than (he confers on Churchiirs brow. 
IL 

But oh ! withdraw thy piercing rays. 
The nymph anew begins to moan. 
Viewing thc4nuch-lamented fpacc. 
Where late her warlike William ihone : 
There fix'd by her officious hand. 
His fword and fceptre of command » 

To deathlefs fame adopted refl : 
T?or wants three to compleat her woe, 
Plac'd with rei}>e£^ful love below. 
The dar that beam'd on Gioucefier's bieaft« 

ni. 

O Phoebus ! all thy iaving power employ. 
Long let our vows avert the deftin'd woe. 
Ere Gloriana re-afcends the iky. 
And leaves a land of orphans here below ! 

But 
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But when (Co Heaven ordains !) her frailing ray 
Diftingliifh'd o'er the balance fliall prefidc, 
Whilft future kings her ancient fceptre fway, 
May her mild influence all their councils guide : 
To Albion ever conllant in her love, 
Of Sovereigns here the bcft, the brighteft ftar above. 
I. 
For lawlefs power, reclaim'-d to right. 
And virtue rais'd by pious arms. 
Let Albion be thy fair delight, 
Anrf {hield her fafe from threateh'd harms t 
With flowers and fruit her bofom fill. 
Let laurel rife on every hill 
Frefli as the firft on Daphne's brow t 
Inilruft her tuneful Ions to fing. 
And make each vile with Paeans ring. 
To Blenheim and Ramillia due. 
II. 
Secure of bright eternal fame, ■ 
With happy wing the Thcban fwajt 
Towering from Pifa's iacred ftream, 
Infpir'd by thee the fong began : 
Through defarts of unclouded light, 
When he harmonious took his flight, 
The gods conftrainM the founding fpheres s 
Still Envy darts her cage in vain. 
The luftrc of bis worth to, (lain. 
He growing whiter with his y«ars. 

But 
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III. 

Buty Phcebus, god of numbers, high to raife 
The honours of thy art, and heavenly lyre. 
What Mufc is deftin'd to our fovereign's praife^ 
Worthy her afts, and thy informing fire ? 
Tq himy for whom this fpringing laurel grows. 
Eternal on the topmoft heights of fame, 
Be kind, and all thy Helicon difclofe s 
And all intent on Gloriana's name. 
Let filence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air. 
As when to vi6U}T Jove thou fung*ft the giants war* 
I. 

In fare records each fhining deed^ 
When faithful Clio fets to view, 
Pofterity will doubting read. 
And fcarce believe her annals true 2 ] 
The Mufes toil with art to laife 
Fi£titious monuments of praHe, 
When other a£bions they reheade ; 
But half of Gloriai»'s reign. 
That fo the reft may credit gain. 
Should pafs unregifter*d in veiie« 

a 

High on its own eftabiifh'd ba(e 
Prevailing vtrtue's: pleas'd to rife ; 
Divinely deck'd with native grace. 
Rich in itfelf with folid joys t 
Ere Gloriana on the tbfone, 
Quitting for Albion's reft her own^ 
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In types of regal power was fcen i 
With fair pre-eminence confeft 
It triumph'd in a private breafty 

And made the Princefs more than Queen, 
HI. 
O Phoebus ! would thy godhead not refnip 
This humble incenfe, on thy altar laid ; 
Would thy propitious ear attend the Mufe, 
That fuppliant now invokes thy certain aid ; 
With Mantuan force I'd mount a ftronger gak. 
And (ing the parent of her land, who ftrove 
T' exceed the tranfports of her people's zeal. 
With siGts of mercy, and majeflic love ; 
By fate» to fix Britannia's empire, given 
The guardian power of earthy and public care of heaven^ 
I. 

. Then, Churchill, fhould the Muie i^oord 
The conquefts by thy fword atchiey'd j 
Quiet to Belgian fiates reftor'd. 
And Auftrian crowns by thee retrieved. 
Imperious Leopold confefs'd 
His hoary majefty diihefs'd ; 
To arms, to arms, Bavaria calls. 
Nor with lefs terror (hook his throne 
Than when the riling crefcent ihone 
Malignant o'er hi^ ihatter'd walls. 
II. 
The warrior led the Britons forth 
On foreign fields to dare their fate j 
Diftinguiih^ fouls of fhining worth. 
In war unknowing to retreat : Thou^ 
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Thou, Phoebus, faw'ft the hero's face, 
When Mars had breath'd a purple grace. 
And mighty fury fill'd his bread : 
How like thyfelf, when to deftroy 
The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ. 
Fierce with thy golden quiver dreft ! 
IIT. 

Sudden, whilft bam(h*d from his native land. 
Red with diflioneft wounds Bavaria mourn'd. 
The Chief, at Gloiiana's high command. 
Like a rouz'd lion to the Maes return'd ; 
With vengeful fpeed the Britiih fword he drew, 
Unus'd to grieve his hoft with long delay ; 
Whilft wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew 5 
As when the morning ftar reftores the day. 
The wandering ghofts of twenty thoufand (lain 
Fieetfullen to the ihades from Blenheim's mournful plains 
■ I. 

Britannia, wipe thy dufty brow. 
And put the Bourbon laurels on j 
To thee delivered nations bow. 
And blefs the fpoiis thy wars have won. 
For thee Bellona points her fpear, 
An.d whilft lamentihg mothers fear. 
On high her (ignal torch difplays ; 
But when thy fword is fheath'd, again 
Obfequious (he receives thy chain. 
And fmooths her violence of face. 

JI, Parent 
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II. 

Parent of arms ! for ever ftand 
With large increafe of fame rever'd, 
Whilft arches to thy faving hand 
On Danube's grateful banks are reared, 
Eugene, infpir'd to war by thee, 
Aufonia's weepipg dates to free^ 
Swift on th* imperial eagle flies ; 
Whilft, bleeding, from his azure bed 
Th' afferted Ibe^ iifts his head, 
And fafe his Auftrian lord enjoys. 
III. 

I Britannia ! fix'd on foreign wars, 
Guiltlefs of civil rage extend thy name : 
The waves of utmoft ocean, and the ftars^ 
Are bounds but equal to thy fovereign's fame. 
With deeper wrath-thy viftor lion roars, 
Wide o'er the fubjeft world diffufing fear, 
Whilft Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace implores. 5 
So Earth, transfix'd by fierce Minerva's ipcar, 
A gentler birth obedient did difclofe; 
And fudden from the wound eternal olives rofe* 

I. 

When with eftabli(h*d freedom blefs*d, 
The globe to great Alcide* bow'd, 
\Yhofe happy power reliev'd th* opprefs'd 
From lawlefs chains, and check'd the proud ; 
Mature in fame, the grateful gods 
Rcceiv*d him to their bright abodes : 

Where 
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Where Hebe crown'd his blooming joys $ 
Garlands the willing Muies wove. 
And each with emulation ftrove 
T* adorn the Churchill of the ikiet. 
II. 
For Albion's Chief, ye (acred Nine ! 
Your harps with generous ardour ftring. 
With Fame's immoital trumpet join, 
And fafe beneath his laurel fing : 
When clad in vines the Seine fh^ll glide. 
And duteous in a finoother tide 
To Britiih Seas her tribute yield ; 
Wakeful at Honour's ihrine attend. 
And long with living beams defend 
From night, the warrior's votive fhield* 

And, Woodftock, let his dome exalt thy fame. 
Great o'er thy Norman ruins be reftor'd j 
Thou' that v»rith pride doft ♦ Edward's cradle claim, 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord : 
Whilft every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of conqueft wears. 
And all thy walls are drefs'd with mingled fjpoils, 
Gather'd on fam'd Ramillia and Poi£Hen, 
High on thy tower the grateful flag difplay, 
Due to thy Queen's rewardy and Blenheim's glorious day. 

♦ The Black Prince. 

FLORB- 
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A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of the late 

MARCLUIS OF BLAND ford/ 

ASK qot the cauie why all the tuneful fwainsy 
•^^, Who us'd to fill the vales with tender fhains^ 
In deep defpair negle£l the warbling reed, 
And all their bleating flocks refufe to feed. 
Aik not why greens and flowers fo late appear 
To cloath the glebe, and deck the fpringing year; 
Why founds the lawn with loud laments and cries^ 
And fwoln with tears to floods the rivulets rife : 
The fair ^lorelio now has left the plain| 
And is the grief, whowas the grace, of every Britifli fwaia« 

For thee, lov*d youth ! on every vale and lawn^ 
The nymphs and all thy fellow-fliepherds mcaa* 
The little birds now ceafe to fing and love, 
Silent they fit, and droop on every grove : 
No mounting lark now warbles on the wing^ 
Nor linnets chirp to chear the fullen ipring : 
Only the melancholy turtles coo> 
And Philomel by night repeats her woe. 
O, charmer of the ihades ! the tale proloog. 
Nor let the. morning intenupt thy fong : 
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Or foftly tunc thy tender notes to mine. 

Forgetting Tercus> make my Ibrrows thine. 

NoA^ rlic dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the gric?f,vvho was the grace, of every Britifli fwain. 

.Say, all ye (hades, where late he us'd to reft. 
If e'er your beds with lovelier Twain wercprcft ; 
Say, all ye filverftreams, if e'er ye bore 
The image of fo fair a face before. 
"But now, 5'c (treams, afli'ft me whilft I moum, 
For never muft the lovely fwain return j 
And, as thcfe flowing tears increafe your ti<te> 
O, murmur for the jfhepherd as ye glide ; 
Be fure, ye rocks, while I my grief difclofe, 
Let your fad echoes lengthen out my woes : 
Ye breezes, bear thephintive accent on. 
And, whifpering, tell the woods Florclio's gone. 
For ever gone, and left the lonely plain, 
And is thcgrief,who was the grace, of every Britinifwaitt;. 

Ripe ftrawberries for thee, and peaches grew, 
Sweet to the taftc, and tempting red to view. 
For thee the rofe put fweeter purple on, 
Preventing, by her hafte, the fiimmer-fun. 
But now the flowers all pale and blighted lie. 
And in cold fweats of iickly mildew die. 
Nor can the ^es fuck from the flirri'eVd blooms 
.^therial fwcets, toftore their golden combs. 
Oft* on thy lips they would their lab^r leave. 
And fweeter odours from thy mouth receive r 
Sweet as the breath of Flora, when (he lies 
In jafmine (hades, and for y oui\£; Zephyr iighs. 
•-. z But 
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&ft now'thofe lips are cold ; relentlefs death 
Hath chiird their charms, and Itopt thy balmy breath. 
Thofc eyes, where Cupid tipp*d his darts with firet 
And kindled in the coldeft nymphs deiire, 
Robb'd of tiheir beams, in everlafting night 
Are clos'dy and give us woes as once delight ; 
And thouy dear youth, haft left the lonely plaiA, 
And art the grief , who wcrt thegrace, of every Britilh fwaiA / 

As in his bower the dying ihepheifd lay, 
ITic fhepherd yet To young, and once fo gay ! 
^e nymphs that fwim the iti^m, and range the wood> 
And haunt the flowery meads, around him ftood. 
^here tears down eabh fair cheek unbounded fell^ 
And, as he ga^'d, they gave a (ad farewel. 
Softly, they cry'd, as flecping flowerii are clos'd 
By nighc> be thy dear eyes by death compos'd : 
A gentle fall may thy young beauties have. 
And golden flumbers wait thee in the grave : 
Yearly thy hearfe with garlands we'll adorn. 
And teach young nightingales for thee to mourn ; 
Bees love the blooms, the flocks the bladed grainy 
Nor left wert thou belov'd by every fwain. 
Come, fliephcrds, come, pcrforai the funeral due. 
For he was ever good and kind to you : 
On every rmoothed bceqh, in every grove, 
In weeping characters record your love. 
And as in memory of Adonis flain. 
When for the youth the Syrian maids complain, 
His river, to record the guilty day. 
With frcfWy bleeding purple ftains the fea : 

P - So 
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So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our woe, 

And bid thy ftream in plaintive murmurs flow t 

Thy head with thy own willow bouglis adorn. 

And with thy tears lupply f he frugal urn. 

The fwains their (licep, the nymphs fliall leave the; lawn ; 

And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 

His mother, wiiilc they there lament, iljall be 

The queen of love, the lov'd Adonis he : 

On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 

And lie too like Adonis in his fate ! 

F^r frefliin fragrant youth he left the plan, 

Andisthcgrief, who was the grace, of every Britiilifwain. . 

No more the nymphs, that o'er the brooks prcfide, 
Drefs their gay beauties by the cryftal tide ; 
Nor fly the wintery winds, nor Icorching fun. 
Now he, for whom they drove to charm, is gone. 
Ofi* they beneath their reedy coverts figh'd, 
And looked, and long'd, and for Florelio dy'd. 
Of him they fang, and with foft ditties flrove 
To footh the pleafing agonies of love. 
But now they roam, dillra£tcd with dcfpair, 
And cyprcfs, twin'd with mournful willows, wear, 
Tims, hand in hand, around his grave they go. 
And faff\on-buds and fading lilies flrow, 
With fprigs of myrtle mix*d, and ftattering cry, 
So fweet and foft the llicpherd was ! fo foon decreed todie I 
There frefli, in dear remembrance of their woes. 
His name the young anemonics difclofe : 
Nor ftrange they (hould a double grief avow, 
Then Venus wept, and Pafl:crella now. 

A BxvatKe 
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Breathe foft, yevvinds ! long let them paint the plain ^ 

Unhurt, untouch\i by every paffing fwain. 

And when, ye nymphs, to make the garlands gay. 

With which ye crown the Miftrefs of the May : 

Ye fliall theie flowers to bind her temples take, 

Q pluck them gently forFiorelio*s fake ! 

And when through Woodftock's green retreats ye ftray. 

Or Althrop's flowery vales invite to play j 

O'er wliich young Paftorella's beauties bring 

Elyfium early, and improve the fpring : 

When evening gales attentive filcnce keep, 

And heaven its balmy dew begins to weep. 

By the foft fall of every warbling flream, 

Sigh your fad airs, and blcfs the Ihepherd's name ; 

There to tlie tender lute attune your woe. 

While hyacinths and myrtles round ye grow. 

So may Sylvanus ever 'tend your bowers. 

And Zephyr brufli the mildew from the flowers I 

Bid all the fwans from Cam and Ifis hafte. 

In the melodious' choir to breathe their laft. 

O Colin, Colin, could I there complain 

Like thcc, when young Philifides was llain ! 

Thou fweet frequenter of the Mufcs* ftreani t 

Why have I not thy voice, or thou my theme ? 

Though weak my voicie, though lowly be my lays, 

They Ihall be facred to the fhepherd's praifc : 

To him my voice, to him my lays belong. 

And bright Myrtilla now muft live unfung : 

Even (lie, whofe artlefs beauty blcfs'd me more 

Than ever fwaia waa blcfs'd by nymph bdore i 

P z WhUt 
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While every tender figh to^&al our blifs. 

Brought a ^ind vow, and every vow a kifs r 

Fair, chafie, and kind, yet now no more can move. 

So much- my grief is.ftrongcr than my love : 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, whowas the grace, of every Britifh fwain* 

As when fome cruel hind has borne away 
The turtle's neft, and made the young his prey, 
Sad in her native grove (he (its alone. 
There hangs her wings, and murmurs out her moan» 
So the bright (hepherdefs, who bore the boy. 
Beneath a baleful yew does weeping lie ; 
Nor can the fair the weighty woe fuftain. 
But bends, like rofes cru(h'd with falling rain ; 
Nor from the (ilent earth her eyes removes, 
That, weeping, languifh like a dying dove's. 
Not fuch her look (Icvcre reveHe of fiate !) 
When little Loves in every dimple (ate $ 
And all the Smiles delighted to reforc 
On the calm heaven of her (oft cheeks to (port ; 
Soft as the clouds mild April evenings wear. 
Which drop fre(h flowrets on the youthful year. 
The fountain's fall can't lull her \\'akcful woes. 
Nor poppy-garlands give the nymph repofe : 
Through prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves. 
O'er hills and dales, and craggy cliffs, (he roves. 
And when (he fpies, beneath fome filent (hade. 
The daifies prcfs'd, where late his limbs were laid. 
To the cold print there clofe (he joins her face. 
And all with gu(hiiig uars bedews the grafs. 

4 Thert 
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There with loud plaints (he wounds the pitying, ikies. 

And, oh ! return, my lovely youth, ihe cries i 

Return, Florelio, with thy wonted charms 

Fill the {oh circle of my longing arms,— 

Ceafer fair afBi£tion, ceafe ! the lovely boy 

In Death's cold arms muft pale and breathlcfs He. 

The Fates can never change their firft decree. 

Or fure they would have chang'd this one for thee. 

Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal moan, 

Ceres her daughter loft, and thou thy fon. 

Thy fon for ever now has left the plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Brkiih fwain. 

Adieu^ye mofly caves, and ihady groves. 
Once happy fcenes of our fuccefsftfl loves : 
Ye hungry herds, and bleating flocks, adieu \ 
Flints be your beds, and browze the bitter yew. 
Two lambs alone fhall be my charge to feed, 
For yearly on his grave two lambs ihall bleed. 
This pledge of lafting love, dear Ihade, receive. 
'Tis all, alas, afhephcrd's love can give ! 
But grief from its own power will (et me free, 
Williend me (bon a willing ghoft to thee : 
Cropt in the flowery (pring of youth, I'll go 
With hafty joy to wait thy (hade below : 
In ever-fragrant meads, and jaftnine-lxwvcr* 
We'll dwell, and all Elyfium (hall be ours. 
Where citn)n groves a*thereal odoui-s breathe, 
And ilrcams of flowing cryftal purl beneath ; 
Where all ai« ever young, and haivcnly fair, 
Ab luire above thy lifter Graces are. 

P J AN 
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AN ODE. 

1. 
TT^HAT art thou, Life, whofe (lay wc CQurt? 

What is thy rival death we fear ? 
Since we *re but fickle Fortune's fport, 
Why (hould (hewifli t' inhabit here, 
And think tl\c race we find fo rough too ihort > 

II. 

• While in the womb we forming lie. 
While yet the lamp of life difplays 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays. 
New ifluing from Non-entity ; 
The (hell of flefli pollutes with fin 
Its gem, the foul, juft entcr'd in ; 
And, by tranfmitted vice defil'd, 
The fiend commences with the child. 

III. 
In this dark region future fates are bred, 

And mines of fe(:ret ruin laid : 

Hot fevers here long kindling lie, 

Prepar*d with flaming whips to rkgt^ 

And la(h on lingering defliny. 
Whene'er excefs has fir'd our riper age. 
Here brood in infancy the gout and ilone. 
Fruits of our fathers' follies, not our own* 
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Ev*a with our nourifliment we death receive^ 
For here our guiltleis mothers give 

Poifon for food when firft we live. 
Hence noiibme humours * fwcat through every pore. 
And blot us with an undiftinguilh'd fore : 
Nor, mov'd with beauty, will the dire difeafe 

Forbear on faultlefs forms to feize j 

But vindicates the good,i the gay. 

The wife, the young, its common prey. 
Kad all, conjoin'd in one, had power to fave. 
The Mufts had not wept o*cr Blandford's grave. 
IV. 

The ipark of pure a»therial light 

That actuates this fleeting frame. 
Darts through the cloud of flefli a fickly flame. 
And feems a glow-womi in a winter-night. 

But man would yet look wondrous wife. 

And equal chains of thought dcvifc; 

Intends his mind on mighty fchemcs. 

Refutes, defines, confirms, declaims ; 

And diagrams he draws, t' explain 

The learn'd chimeras of his brain j 
And, with imaginary wifdom proud, 
Thinks on the goddefs while he clips the cloud. 

V. 
Through Error's mazy gi-ove, with fruitlefs toil, 

Perplex'd with puzzling doubts we roam j 

Falfe images our fight beguile, 

But ftill we'ilumble through the gloom, 

* The fmall-pox. Anci 
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And fcienae feeki wlueh ftill deludes the mind; 

Yet» more emimour'd widi the race. 
With difproportion'd fpeed we iiige the chace t 
In Tain ! the various prejr no bounds reftrain > 
Fleeting it only leaves, f ina«a(e our pain^ 
A cold unfatisfyiiig {cent behind. 
VI. 
Yety gracious God f prefumpnious maa 
With random gueffes makes pretence 
To (bund thy fearchlefs proridence 
From which he firft began : 
Like hooded hawks we blindly tower. 
And circumfcribe, with fancy 'd laws, thy p<i^fr. 
Thy will the rolling orbs obey. 
The moon, prefi^ag o*er the lea, 
Governs the waves with equal fwayi 
But roan> perverie, and lawiefs ^11, 
Boldly runs counttr to thy will ; 
Thy patient thunder he defies ; 
JLays down falfe principles, and mov^s 
By what his idcious choice approves ; 
And, when he 's vainly \^icked, thinks he 's wjfc* 
VII. 
Return, return, too long mi fled! 
With filial fear adore thy God : 
Ere the vaft deep of heaven was ipread. 
Or body firft in fpacc abode, 
Glories inefiable adorn'd his lM:ad. 
Unnumbered feraphs round the burning tfirooe, 
$UDg to th' incomprehenfibk Three-One : 

Tft 



Yet then his clemency did pleafe 
With lower forms t' augment his train. 

And made thee, wretched creature, Man, 

Pfobationef of happinefs. 
Vlll. 
On the vaft ocean of his wonders here. 

We momentary bubbled ride, 

Till, cruih'd by tiae tcmpeftuoui tide, 
Sunk in the patent flood we di (appear : 
We, who fo gawdy on the watets (hone. 
Proud, like the fhowery bow, with beauties not ourovyo^ 

IX. 
But, at the fignal given, this earth and fea 

jShall fet their ileeping vafials free ; 

And the belov'd of God, 

The Faithfnl, and the Juit, 

Like Aaron's chofen rod, 

Though dry, fhall biofibm in the dufi ; 
Then, gladly bounding from their dark rclbaints> 
The ikclctons ihall brighten into faints.. 
And, from mortality refin'd, fliall rife 
To Kjeet their Saviour coming in the ikies t 
Inftrudled then by intuLtioD, we 
Shall the vain efforts of our wifdom fee ; 

Shall then impartially confefs . 

Our demonilration was but gucfs ; 
Tliat Knowledge, which from human reafon flows, 

Unlefs Religion guide its coui-fe, 

And Faith her fleady mounds oppofe, 

Is Jgnoranoe at bcft, and often \vQj,fe* 
^ ^ PART 
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PART OF THE 

FOURTEENTH CHAPTER OF ISAIAH 

PARAPHRASED. 

"Vr OU" has th' Almighty Father, fcatcd high 
-*'^ In ambient glories from th' eternal throne 
Vouchlaf*d compaffion; and th* affli6live power 
Has broke, whole iron fceptrc long had bruis'd 
The groaning nations. Now returning Peace, 
Dovc-cy'd, and rob'd in white, the bliisFul land 
, Deigns to re-vifit; whilfl beneath her ileps 
The foil, with civil (laughter oft' manur'd, 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their high tops 
The cedars wave, exulting o'er thy fall, 
Whofc ftcel from the tall monarch of the grove 
Severed die regal honours, and up tore 
The fcions blooming in the parent (bade. 

When vehicled in flame, thou flow didfl pafs ' 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary realms 
With loud acclaim rccciv'd thee. Tyrants old 
^Gigantic forms, with human blood befmear'd) 
Rufe from their thrones ; for thrones they flill poflefs. 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
O ciujlous of our crimes, here doom'd to reign 
Alfcci .te uf our woe ? Nor com'ft thou girt 
With livci v'd flavcs, or bands of warrior-knights, 
Wluch crll before thcc flood, a flatteiing crowd, 

Obfervanc 
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Obfcrvant of ihy brow ; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs, 
Thy.panegyric chaunt ; but, hufli'd in deaths 
JLike us thou ly'ft unwept ; a corfe obfcene 
With dult, and preying worms, bare and dcfpoil'd 
Of ill-got pomp. We hail thee our compeer ! 

How art thou with dim-nifliM glory fall'n 
From thy proud zenith, fwift as meteors glide 
Aflope a fummcr-cve ! Of all the ftars 
Titled the firft and faireft, thou didft hope 
Tq fcare di.vinity, or haply more, 
Elattd as fupreme when o'er the North 
Thy bloody banners ftream'd, to rightful kingt 
Portending ruinous downfal ; wondrous low, 
Opprobrious and dctefted art thou thrown, 
DifrobM of all thy fplcndors : round thee (land 
The {warming populace, and with fix'd regard 
Eyeing thee pale and breathlefe, fpend their rage 
In taunting Tpecch, and jovial afk their friends. 
Is this The Mighty, whole imperious yoke 
We bore ri::lu61:aiit, who to defcrt wilds 
And haunts of favages transform'd the marts. 
And capital -cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 
Or exile on the peerage ? How becalm 'd 
The tyirant lies, whofe noftrils us'd to breathe 
Tcmpcfts of wrath, and fliook eftabiifli'd thrones ! 

In folcmn flate the bones of pious kings, 
Gather'd to their great fires, are fafe re]>os'd 
Beneath the weeping vault : but thoU) a branch 
Blalled and curs'd by heavc^, to dogs and fowls 

Art 
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Art doom'd a banquet ; mingling (bme remains 
With criminals unabfolv'd ; on all thy race 
Tranfmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domes* 
Thy children ikulk erroneous and forlorn^ 
Fearing perdition, and for mercy fue 
With eyes uplift, and tearful. From thy feed 
The fceptrc heaven refumes, by thee ufurp'd 
By guile amd force, and fway'd with lawlefs rage* 

VERSES ON THE UNION. 

TH E Gaul, intent on univerfal i\vay, 
Sees his own fubjef^s with conftraint obey; 
And they who moft his rifing beams ador'd. 
Weep in their chains, and wifh another lord. 
But, if the Mufe not uninfpir'd prcfage, 
Juftice Aall triumph o*cr oppreffive rage : 
His power ihail be reclaimed to rightful laws. 
And all, like Savoy, ihal! defert his caufc. 
So when to distant vales an eagle fleers. 
His fiercenefs not difarm^d by length of years j 
From his ftrecch'd wing he fees the feathers fly. 
Which bore him to his empire of the iky. 

Unlike, great Queen, thy iVeps to deathlefs fame; 
O heft, O greateft of thy royal name ! 
Thy Britons, fam'd for arts, in battle brave. 
Have nothing now to cenfurc, or to crave : 
Ev'n Vice and factious Zeal arc heUi in awe, 
Thy coun a tt»^k, and thy life a kw. 

When 
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When edg'd with terrors, by thy vengeful hand 
The fword is drawn to gore a guilty land ; 
Thy mercy cures the wound thy juftice gave> 
For 'tis thy lov'd prerogative to fave : 
And Viftory, to grace thy triumph, brings 
Palms in her hand, with healing in her wings. 
But as mild heaven on Eden's op'ning gems 
Beftow'd the balmieft dews, and brighteil beams : 
So, whilft remoteft climes thy influence /hare, 
Britain 's the darling obje£^ of thy care : 
By thy wife councils, and refiftlcfd mighty 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Before thou bid'il the diilant battles cea(e> 
Thy piety cements domeftic peace 5 
Impatient of delay to fix the ftate. 
Thy dove brings olive ere the waves abate. 
Hail, happy iifter-lands ! for ever prove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love ; 
Kindled from heaven, be your aufpicious flame 
As lading, and as bright, as Anna's fame f 
And thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our toil, 
With us divide the danger, and the fpoil : 
When thy brave fens, the friends of Mars avow'd. 
In fleel around our Albion ilandards crowd ; 
What wonders in the war fliali now be fliown 
By her, who fingle Ihook the Gallic throne ! 

The day draws nigh, in which the warrior-queen 
Shall wave her union-crofles o*er the Seine : 
Rouz'd with heroic warmth unfelt before, 
•Her lions with redoubled fury roar; 

And 
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And urginj; on to fame, with joy behold 
The woody walks in which they rans^'d of old. 
O Louis, long the terror of thy arms 
Has aw'd the continent with diic alarms ; 
Exulting in thy pride, with hope to fee 
Empires and ftatcs derive their power from theej 
From Britain's equal hand the fcale to wrcil:. 
And reign without a rival o*cr the weft : 
But now the laurels, by thy rapine torn 
From Belgiam groves, in early triumphs borne; 
Withered and Icaflefs in thy winter ftand, 
Expos'd aprey to every hoftile hand : 
By ftiange extremes of deftiny decreed 
To flourifli, and to fall with equal fpeed. 

So the young gourd, around the prophet's head 
With fvvift enqreafe her fragrant honours fpread j 
Beneath the growing (hade fecure he lare. 
To fee the towers of Ninus bow to fate : 
But, curs'd by heaven, the greens began to fade, 
And> fickening, fuddcn as they role, decay 'd. 

CUPID AND HYMEN. 

CUPID rcfign'd to Sylvia's care 
His bow, and quiver ftor'd with darts j 
Commiflionlngthe matchlefs fair. 
To fill his flu'inc with bleeding hearts. 
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His empire thus fecur'd, he files 

To fpojfamid th' Idalian grove ; - . 

Whole feather'd choirs proclaim'd the joys. 

And blcfs'd the pleafing pover of love. 
The god their grateful fongs engage. 

To fpread'his nets which Venus wrought; 
Whiift Hymen held the golden cage, 

To keep fccure the game they caught. 
The warblers, briflt with genial flame. 

Swift from the myrtle (liadcs repair j 
A willing captive each became, 

And fweetiicr carol'd in the fnare. 
When Hymen had rcceivM the prey, 

To Cytherea*s fane they ficw j 
Regardlefs, wrfile they wing'd their way. 

How fullen all the fbngfters grew. 
Alas ! no fprightly note is heard, 

But each with lilent grief confumes ; 
Though to celeltial food prefer'd. 

They pining drop their painted plumes, 
Cupid, afHi6\ed at the change, 

To beg her aid to Venus run 5 
She heard the tale, nor thought it firangc. 

But, fmiling, thus advis'd her Ton : 
Pleafure grows languid with rellraint, 

'Tis Nature's privilege to roam : 
If you'd not have your linnets faint, 

Leave Hymen with his cage at home. 

OLIVIA. 
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I. 

OL I V I A's lewd, but looks devout. 
And fcripture-proofs (he throwt abouc^ 

When firft you try to win her : 
Pull your fob of guineas out ; 
Fee Jenny firft, and never doubt 

To find the faint a (inner. 

IL 
Baxter by day is her delight : 
Ko chocolate mull come in fight 

Before two morning chapters : 
But, left the fpleen fhould fpoil her quite^ 
She takes a civil friend at night 

To raife her holy raptures. 
III. 
Thus oft* we ice a glow-worm gay, 
At large her fiery tail difplay. 

Encouraged by the dark : 
And yet the fulien thing all day 
ISnug in the lonely thicket lay. 

And hid the Ratire %ark. 
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TO A LADY, 

SITTING BEFORE HER GLASS. 

f. 

Q O fmooth and clear the fountain was 
*^ In which his face NarcilTus fpy'd, 
When, gazing in that liqXiid glafs, 

He for himfelf defpair'd and dy*d : 
Nor, Chlorisy oan you fafer fee 
Your own perfc6lions here than he, 

II. . 
The lark before the mirror plays. 

Which ibme deceitful fwain has iet ; 
Pleas'd with herfelf (he fondly ftays 

To die deluded in the net, 
Lov€ may fuch frauds for you prepare, 
Yourfelf the captive, and the fnarc, 

III. 
But, Chloris, whilft you there review 

Thofe graces opening in their bloom. 
Think how di(cafe and age purfue. 

Your riper glories to confume ; 
Then -fighing you would wifh your glafs 
Could ihew to Chloris what fhe was. 

IV. 
Let Pride no more give Nature law. 

But free the youth your power enflaves^ 
Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia favr 
Rcfledtcd on the cryftal waves, 

Q^ Yet 
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Yet prizM not all her charms above 
The plcafure of Endymion's love. 

V. 
1^0 longer let your glafs fupply 

Too juft an emblem of your breaft ; 
Where oft' to my deluded eye 

Love's image has appear'd iropreft ; 
But play'd {o lightly on your mind» 
It left no lading print beiiind. 

TO THE SAME. 
REAPING THE ART OF LOVE. 

"ITT" H I L S T Ovid here reveals the various arts, 

• • Both how to polifli, and direft their darts. 
Let meaner beauties by his rule improve, 
• And read thefe lines to gain fuccefs in love : 
But heaven alone, that multiplies our race, 
Has power t' increafe the conquclls of your face. 
The Spring, before he paints the riling flowers, 
Receives mild beams, and foft defcending fhowers^ 
But love blocms ever frelh beneath your charms. 
Though neither Pity weeps, nor Kindnefs warms. 
The chiefs who doubt luccefs, aflert their claiit\ 
By ilratagems, and poorly deal a name : 
The gCECious * Son of Jove, in open fight. 
Made bleeding Viflory proclaim his might : 
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Like him reiiftlefs, when you take the field 
Love (bunds the fignal, and the world muft yield. 

THE FAIR NUN. 
A T A L E. 

** — Ire per ignes, 
" Et gladios aufim. Neque ad hoc tamen ignibus ullis, 
** Aut gladiis opus eft j opus eft mihi crine,— '* 

Ovid. Met. Lib. viiv 

WT E fage Cartefians, who profefs 

~ ^ Ourfelves fworn foes to emptinefs, 
Aflert that fouls a tip-toe ftand 
On what we call the Pineal Gland f 
As weather- cocks on fpires are plac'd. 
To turn the quicker with each blaft. 

This granted, can you think it ftrange 
We all ihould be fo prone to change j 
Ev'n from the go-cart till we wear 
A fattin cap i* th* elbow chair ? 
The follies that the child began,. 
Cuftom makes current in the man j. 
And firm by livery and feifin 
Holds the fec-fimple of his reafon. 

But ft ill the gufts of love we find 
Blow ftrongeft on a woman's mind $ 
Nor need I learnedly purfue 
The latent caufe, th* cfFe£l is true, 

0^4 For 
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For proof of which, in manner ample, 
I mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for fo my nurfe, 
Heaven reft her bones ! began difcoude) 
A lovely nymph, and juft nineteen^ 
Began to languifli with the fpleen : 
She who had (hone at balls aifl play 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 
AH on a fuddea grew precife. 
Declaimed ag^nft the growth of vice^ 
A very Prude in half a year. 
And moft believ'd (he was fincere : 
Necklace of pearl no more (he wears, 
That's fanftify'tl to count her prayers ; 
Venus, and all her naked Loves, 
The reformado nymph removes ,• 
And Magdalen, with (aints and martyrs. 
Was plac'd in their refpe^tive quarters. 
Nor yet content, (he could not bear 
The ranknefs of the public air, 
*Twa8 (b infe£bd with the vice 
Of lufcious (bngs, and lovers' (ighs : 
So moft devoutly would be gone, 
And ftrait profefs heiielf a Nun. 

A youth of breeding and addre(s. 
And call htmThyrfis if , you pleafe. 
Who had fome wealth to recompen(e 
His (lender divdend of (enfe ; 
Yet could with little thought and care 
Wfite tender things to pleafe the fair ; 

% And 
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And then fucccflivcly did grow 
From a half-wit, a finifli'd beau I 
(For fops thus naturally rife, 
As maggots turn to butterflies) 
This fpark, as ftory tells, before 
Had held with madam an amour^ 
Which he rcfolving to purfue, 
Exaftly took the proper cue ; 
And on the wings of love he flics 
To Lady Abbefs "in difguife. 
And tells her he had brought th* advowfon 
Of foul and body to dilpofe on. 
Old Sanftity, who nothing fear'd 
In petticoats without a beard. 
Fond of a profelyte, and fees, 
Admits the fox anxing the geefe. 

Here duty, wealth, and honour prove. 
Though three to one, too weak for Love ^ 
And to defcribc the war thN>iighout 
Would make a glorious piece no dpubt. 
Where moral virtues might be flain. 
And rife, and flght, and fall again : 
Love fhould a bloody myrtle wear. 
And, like Camilla, fierce and fair. 
The Nun Ihould charge.— But I forbear. 

All human joys, though fwcct in tailing, 
Are feldom (more's the pity !) lafting : 
The nymjA had qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th' effcds of zeal : 

0^3 B«fc 
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But (he, poor (he, began to doubt, 

(Bcft knowing what ihe*d been about) 

The marriage earncft-penny lay 

And burnt her pocket, as we fay. 

She now invokes, to eafe her foul, 

The dagger, and the poifon'd bowl f 

And, felf-condemn'd for breach of vow. 

To lofc her life and honour too, 

Talk'd in as tragical a drain, as 

Your craz'd Monimia's and RojLana*s. 
But as fhc in her cell lay fighing, 

Diftra6bcd, weeping, drooping, dying, 

The fiend (who never wants addrefs 

To fuccour damfels in diftrefs) 

Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 

The fatal caufe for which Ihe griey'd 5 

But promis'd her en cavafier, 

She fliould be freed from all her fear. 

And with her Thyrfis lead §, life 

Devoid of all domcllic ftrifc. 

If (he would fign a certain fcrawl— r 

Aye, that flie would, if that was all. 
She fign'd, and he engag'd to do 
Whatever (he pleas'd to fet him to. 
The critics mull excufe me now j 
They both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we epic writers ufe 
Machines to difengage the Mufe, 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 
The matter 'i left in abler hands ; 

Aiul 
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And if they cannot loofe the knot. 
Should we be ccnfur'd ? I think not. 

The fcene thus alter'd, both were gay, 
For pomp and pleafures who but they. 
Who might do every thing but pray ? 
Madam in her gilt chariot flaunted, 
And Pug brought every thing flic wanted ; 
A flave devoted to her will ; 
But women will be wavering ftill. 
Ev'n vice without variety 
Their fqueamifh appetites will cloy : 
And having floPn from Lady Abbefs 
One of our merry modem Rabbies, 
She found a trick fhe thought would pafs. 
And prove the devil but an afs. 

His next attendance happened right 
Amidft a moonlcfs ftormy night, 
When madam and her fpoufc together 
Guefs'd at his coming by the weather. 
He came : To-night, fays he, I drudge 
To fetch a heriot for a judge, 
A gouty nine-i'th* hundred knave; 
But, madam, do you want your flave ? 
I need not prefently be gone, 
Becaufe the do6bors have not done. 
A rofy vicar and a quack 
Repuis'd me in my laft attack : 
But all in vain, for mine he is ; 
A fig for both the, faculties, 

0,4 Thi 
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The dame produced a finglc hair» 
But whence it came I cannot fwear ; 
Yet this I will ajErm is true ; 
It curl'd like any bottle-fcrcw. 
Sir Nic, quoth ihe, you know us all. 
We ladies are fantaftical : 
You fee this hai<; — Yes, madam— Piay 
In prefence of my huiband flay. 
And make it flrait ; or elfe you grant 
Our folemn league and covenant 
U void in law.— It is, I own it : 
And fo he fets to work upon it. 

He tries, not dreaming of a cheat. 
If wetting would not do the feat : 
And 'twas, in truth, a proper notion ; 
But dill it kept th' elaftic motion. 
Well ! more ways may be found than one 
To kill a witch that "will not drown. 

If I, quoth he, conceive ita nature. 
This hair has flo^riih'd nigh the water. 
^Tis crifp'd'with cold, perhaps, and theft 
The fire will make it ilrait again. 
Jn haile he to the fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it» 
Heigh jingo, worfe than 'twas before ! 
The more it warms, it twirls the more. 
He HampM his cloven foot« and chafdj; 
The huiband and the lady laugh'd. 

Howe'er he fancyM fure enough 
lie ikould not find it hanuner-proof. 



N« 



THE PAIR NUN. a|| 

No Cyclopi e'er at work w»$ wanner, 
At forging thund«r*bolt$ or armour. 
Than Satan wqs : but all in vain s 
Again he beats. -—It curls again ! 
At length be beUow'd in a rage. 
This hair will take me up an age. 
This take an age !^the huiband fwore, 

Z ds ! Betty has 6ivt hundred more. 

More ! Take your boad» quoth Pug ; adieu^ 
'Tis lofs of time to ply for you. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. SOUTHERNE, 

FROM KENT, JANUARY 28, 1710-11. 

"O OLD is the Mufe to leave her humble cell, 
-*-' And fing to thee, who know 'ft to fmg fo well : 
Thee ! who to Britain ftiil prcferv'ft the crown. 
And mak'ft her rival Athens in renown. 
Could Sophocles behold in mournful ftate 
The weeping Graces OD Imoinda wait I 
Or hear thy Ifabella's moving moan» 
Diftrefs'd and loft for vices not her own ; 
If envy could permit, he'd fure agree 
To write by nature were to copy thee ; 
So full, fo fair, thy images are fhown. 
He by thy pencil might improve his own* 

There 
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There was an age (its memory will laill) 
Before Italian airs debauch'd our taltei 
In which the fable Mufe with hopes and fears 
Fiil'd every breaft, and every eye with tears. 
But where's that art which all our paflions rais'd^ 
And mov'd the fprings of Nature as it picas'd f 
Our poets only praAife on the pit % 
With florid lines, and trifling turns of wit. 
Howe'er 'tis well the prefent times can boaft 
The race of Charles's reign not wholly loft. 
Thy fcenesy immortal in their worth, ihall iland 
Among the chofen claflics of our land : 
And whilA our Tons are by tradition taught 
Ho^y Barry fpoke what thou and Otway wrote, 
They'll think it praife to relifh and repeat, 
And own thy works inirhitably great. 

Shakefpeare, the genius of our i(le, whofe mind 
(The univerfal mirror of mankind) 
Exprefs'd all images^ enrich'd the ftage, 
But fometimes (loopM to plcafe a barbarous age. 
When his immortal bays began to grow, 
Rude was the language, and the humour low : 
He, like the God of Day, was always bright. 
But rolling in its courfe, his orb of light 
Was fuUy'd, and obfcur'd, though (baring high. 
With fpots contra£led from the nether (ky. 
But whither is th* adventrous Mufe betray 'd ? 
Forgive her raOinefs, venerable (hade ! 
May Spring with purple flowers perfume thy unif 
And Avon with his greens thy grave adorn : 

5 Be 
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Be all thy faults, whatever faults there be. 
Imputed to the times, and not to thee. 

Somefcions Ihotfrom this immortal root. 
Their tops much lower, and lefs fair the fruit, 
Jonfon the tribute of my verfe might claim, 
Had he not ftrove to blemilh Shakefpeare's name* 
But, like the radiant twins that gild the fphere, 
Fletcher and Beaumont next in pomp appear : 
The firlt a fruitful vine, in blooming pride, 
Had been by fuperfluity deftroy'd, 
But that his friend, judicioudy fevere, 
Prun'd the luxuriant boughs with artful care ; 
On various founding harps the Mufcs play'd. 
And fung, and quaflfM their ne6lar in the Ihade. 

Few moderns in the lifts with thefe may (land, 
(or in thofe days were giants in the land t 
Suffice it now by lineal right to claim. 
And bow with filial ayve to Shakefpeare's fame | 
The fecond honours are a glorious name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 
To wear his armour, and to wield his fword. 

An age moft odious and accurs'd enfued. 
Difcolour'd with a pious monarch's blood ; 
Whofe fall when firft the tragic virgin faw. 
She fled, and left her province to the law. 
Her merry fiftcr ftill purfued the game. 
Her garb was alter'd, but her gifts the fame. 
She firfl reformed the mufcles of her face. 
And learnt the folcmn fcrew for figns of grace ; 

Then 
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Then circumciii'd hior locks, and fonn'd her tonr,. 
By humming to a tahor and a dfooe ; 
Her eyes fli« difcipHn'd preciibiy right. 
Both when to wink, and how to tiint the white : 
Thus banifh'd from the flage, (be gtavcty next 
AiTum'd a cloak, and quibbled o'er a text. 
But when, by mn-aclcs of mercy ihown, 
Much-fuflering Charles regained his fathers thFoncj 
When peace and plenty overflowed the land. 
She ftrait pull'd oflf her fatin cap and band ; 
Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence. 
With pointed wit, and energy of fenfe , 
Etherege and $edley join*d him in her caufe. 
And all dcferr*d, and all receiv'd, applaufe. 

Reftor'd with Icfs fuccefs, the Tragic Mufe 
Had quite forgot her ftyle by long difufe : 
Sht taught her Maximins to rant in rhymc» 
Miilaking rattling nonfenfe for fublimc ; 
Till witty Buckingham reform'd her tafte. 
And fncering fham*d her into fenfe at laft : 
But now relaps*d, flie dwindles to a (bng. 
And weakly warbles on an eunuch's tongue j 
And with her minftrcMy may ftill remain 
Till Southemo court her to be great again. 
Perhaps the beauties of thy Spartan dame. 
Who (long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with fuperior majefty avow'd. 
Shine like a goddefs breaking from a cloui : 
Once more may re-inftate her on fhe ftage, 
[iicr a6iion graceful, and divine her xage. 

Aitt 
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Arts have theit empires, and, like other ftatcs, 
Their rife and fall arc e^ovcrn'd by the fates : 
They, when their period's mcafurM out by time, 
Tranfp!atit their ^avrels to Another clime. 
The Grecian Mufe once fill'd with loud alarms 
The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms; 
The trumpet filent, humbly flie eflay'd 
The Dork reed, and fung beneath the ihade, 
Extoird a frugal life, and taught the fwains 
T' obferve the feafons, and manure the plains ; 
Sometimes in warbled hymns fhe paid her vow. 
Or wove Olympic wreaths for Theron's brow j 
Sometimes on fk)wery beds flie lay fupine, * 

And gave her thoughts a loofe to love and wine; 
Or, in her fable Hole and bulkins drefs*d, 
Shew*d vic€ cnthron'd, and virtuous kings opprefs'd. 

The nymph ftill fair, however paft her bloom, 
From Greece at length was led in chains to Rome : 
Whilft wars abroad and civil difcord reign'd, 
-Silent the beauteous captive long remained j 
That interval employed her timely care 
To ftudy, and refine the language there. 
She views with anguifli on the Roman ftage 
The Gi'ecian beauties weep, the warriors rage j 
But moft tho(c fcenes delight th* immortal maid. 
Which Scipio had revised, and Rofcius playM. 
Thence to the pleadings of the gown fhe goes 
<For Themis then could fpeak in polifliM profe) : 
Charm'd at the bar, amid th' attentive throng 
^he bleft'd the Syren-power of Tully's ton^e. 

But 
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But when, Ofbviut, thy fuccefsfui fword 
Was Iheath'dy and univerfal peace refior'd. 
Fond of a monarch, to the court (he came, 
And chofe a numerous choir to chant his fame* 
Firft from the green retreats and lowly plains. 
Her Virgil foarM fublime in epic flrains ; 
His theme Co glorious, and his flight fo true, 
She with Msonian garlands grac'd his brow ; 
Taught Horace then to touch the Lelbian lyre. 
And Sappho's fwcetnefs join'd with Pindar's fire. 
By Ca^far's bounty all the tuneful train 
Enjoyed, and fung of Saturn's golden reign ; 
No genius then was left to live on praiie, 
Or curs'd the barren ornament of bays ; 
On all her Tons he cad a kind regard. 
Nor could they write fo fall as he reward. 
The Mufe, induftrious to record his name 
In the bright annals of eternal fame, 
Profufe of favours lavilh'd all herflore, 
And for one reign made many ages poor. 

Now from the rugged North unnumber'd fwarmt 
Invade the Latian coafls with barbarous arms i 
A race unpoli(h'd, but inur'd to toil. 
Rough as their heaven, and barren as their foil. 
Tiiefc locufts every fpringing art dcftroy'd, 
And fbft Humanity before them dy'd. 
Pi£lure no more maintained the doubtful ftrife 
With Nature's fccnes, nor gave the canvas life; 
Nor Sculpture exercis'd her (kill, beneath 
Her forming hand to make the marble breathe : 

Struck 
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Struck with defpair, they flood devoid of thought, 
i^fs lively than the works themfelves had wrought. 
On thofe twin-fifters fuch difafters came, 
Though colours and proportions are the fame 
In every age and clime ; their beauties known 
To every language^ and confin'd by none. 
But fate lefs freedom to the Mufe affords, 
And checks her genius with the choice of words ? 
To paint her thoughts, the di£Hon muft be found 
Of eafy grandeur, and harmonious found. 
Thus when (he rais'd her voice divinely great 
To fing the founder of the Roman ftate j 
The language was adapted to the fong. 
Sweet and fublime, with native beauty ftrong : 
But when the Goths infulting troops appcar'd. 
Such diflbnance the trembling virgin heard ! 
Cliang'd to a fwan, from Tyber*s troubled flreams 
She wing*d her flight, and fought the filver Thaoies* 

Long in the melancholy grove fhe (bid. 
And taught the penfive .Druids in the fhade ; 
In folemn and in(lru6live notes they fung 
From whence the beauteous frame of nature iprung* 
Who polilh'd all the radiant orbs above. 
And in bright order made the planets move ; 
♦hence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fly. 
And comets roll unbounded through the Iky j 
Who wing'd the winds, and gave the ftreams to flow. 
And rais'd the rocks, and fpread the lawns below; 
Whence tlic gay fpring exults in flowery pride. 
And autumn with the bleeding grape is dy'd j 

Wticnff 
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Whchce futnmcr funs imbrown the labouring fwains^ 
And (hivering winter pines in icy chains : 
And prais'd the Power Supreme, nor dar'd advance 
So vain a theoi7 as that of Chance. 

But in this ifle fhe found the nymphs fo fair. 
She chang'd her hand, and chofe a fbf rer air, 
And Love and Beauty next became her care. 
Greece, her lov'd country, only could afford 
A Venus and a Helen to record ; 
A thou(and radiant nymphs (he here beheld. 
Who match*d rfie goddefs, and the queen excell'd. 
T* immortalize their loves fhe long cflay'd, 
But ftili the tongue her generous toil betray'd. 
Chaucer had all that beauty could infpire. 
And Surrey's numbers glow*d with warm defire : 
Both now are priz'd by few, unkno^^'n to moft, 
Becaitie the thoughts are in the language loft ; 
Evert Spenier's pearls in muddy waters lie. 
Yet fbon their beams attraft the diver's eye : 
Rich was their imagery, till Time defac'd 
The curious works ; but Waller came at laft. 
Waller, the Mufe with heavenly verfe fupplics. 
Smooth as the fair, and fparkling as their eyes ; 
<* All but the nymph that (hould redrefs his wrong, -. 
*• Attend his pailion, and approve his fong." 
But when this Orpheus funk, and hoary age 
Suppreis'd the lover's and the poet's rage, 
To Granville hit melodious lute ihe gave, 
Granville, whojci faithful veHe is Beauty 'i flave ; 

Accept 
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Accept this gift, my favourite youth ! flic cry*d. 
To found a brighter theme, and fing of Hyde ; 
Hyde's and thy lovely Myra's praife proclaim. 
And match Carlifle's and SacharilTa's fame. 

O ! would he now forfake the myrtle grove, 
And fing of arms, as late he fung of love ! 
His colours and his hand alone fliould paint 
In Britain's queen the warrior and the faint j 
In whom confpire, to form her truly great, 
Wifdom with power, and piety with ftate. 
Whilft from Eer throne the ftreams of juftice flow. 
Strong and ferene, to blefs the land below j 
O'er diftant realms her dreaded thunders roll. 
And the wild rage of tyranny controul. 
Her power to quell, and pity to redrefs. 
The Maefe, the Danube, and the Rhine confefs ; 
Whence bleeding Iber hopes around his head 
To fee frefli olive fpring, and plenty fpread : 
And whilll.they found their great deliverer's fame. 
The Seine retires, and fickens at her name. 
O Granville ! all thefe glorious fcenes difplay, 
Inilruft fucceeding monarchs how to fway ; 
And make her memory reverM by all, 
When triumphs are forgot, and mouldering arches faU. 

.Pardon me, friend ! I own my Mufe too free. 
To write ♦fo long on fuch a theme to thee : 
To jplay the critic here — with equal right 
Bid her pretend to teach Argyll to fight ; 
Inftru6k th' unerring fun to guide the year. 
And Harlcy by what fchemes he ought to ftccr j . 

R Givp, 
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GiTC Harcourt eloquence t* adorn the feal, 

Maxims of ftate to Leeds, to Beaufort zeal ; 

Try to correal what Orrery ihall write. 

And make harmonious St. John more polite; 

Teach law to Ilia for the crown's fupport, 

And Jcrfey how to fcn*e and grace a court ; 

Di6late foft warbling airs to Sheffield's hand. 

When Venus and her Loves around him ftand ; 

In (age debates to Rocheftcr impait 

A fearching head, and ever faithful heart ; 

Make Talbot's finilh'd virtue more complete, 

High without pride, and amiably great, 

Where nature all her powers with fortune join'd, 

At once to pleafe and benefit mankind. 

When cares were to my blooming youth unknowo» 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own ; 
I lov'd along the laureat grove to llray, 
The paths were pleafant, and the profpeft gay : 
But now my genius finks, and hardly knows 
To make a couplet tinkle in the ciofc. 
Yet when you next to Mcdway fliall repair, 
And quit the town to breathe a purer air j 
Retiring from the crowd to fteal the lwcet« 
Of eafy life in Twyfden's calm retreats 
(As Terence to his Lalius lov'd to come. 
And in Campania fcorn'd the pomp of Rome) f 
Where Lambard, form 'd for bufinefs, and topleaie. 
By Iharing, will improve your happinefs j 
In both their <buls imperial reafon Iways, 
In both the patriot and the friend difplays j 
Be lov'd, and prais'J by all^ who merit love and praife 
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With bright ideas there infpir'd anew, 
By them excited, and inforinM by you, 
I may with happier fkjU effay to fing 
Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder firing. 

Languid and dull, when abfent from her cavt. 
No oracles of old the Sibyl gave; 
But when beneath her fkcped ihrine fhe flood. 
Her fury foon confefs'd the coming god j 
Her bread began to heave, her eyes to roll. 
And wondrous vifions ^U'd her labouring fouL 

A LETTER 

TO THE 

KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. 

*« Habet Bibliopola Tryphon." 

Mart. Lib. iv- 

SIR Knight, who know with equal ikill 
To make a poem and a pill, 
*Twas my misfortune t' other night. 
To be tormented with a Ipright. 
On either fide his head the hair 
Seem*d bulbing out, the top was base ; 
His garb antique, but on his face 
There reign'd a fvveet majeftic grace ^ 
Of comely port, and in his hand 
He decent wav'd a laurel-wand. 

R 2 On 
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There is a Knight, v/h6 takes the fteld 
With Saxon pen, and fabl^ (hield ; 
Who doubtlefs can relieve: my ghoft^ 
•And di(inchant (ne from the poft. 
Then I could reft as ftili, as thofe 
Whom he has.drudg*d to fure repofe; 
As if he traded in the whole, 
And with the body killM dte (iyul. 
To him for aid with fpeed repair— 
■** But foft ! I fcent the morning air :'* 
Be mindful of my piteous plight, 
And to my caufe engage the Knight. 

Now, gentle Sir, give eat to me, 
For I prefcnbe without a fee; 
From Curll's remove the feat of war. 
Encamp on t* other fide the Bar t 
Level your eye at Tryphon'* ihop. 
Another epic at him pop ; 
What though without report it move, 
Like the fure darts of death or love ? 
1 know your powder is fo-ftrong, 
No mortal (ign can fland you long. 

But if by magic, this oppoCt 
The volley of your vfcrfe and profe ; 
I '11 be your Tquire, and firm ally, 
Write, crimp, and coax him up to buy ; 
Not all the necromancer's art 
XVill fave it then, beflirew his heart ! 
What can fupport a (hop, orfign. 
When two fuch perilous wks combine ? 

I THK 
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. To th* Orphean lyre. 



" He fung of Chaos and eternal night? 

" Taught by the heavenly Mufe to venture down 

•* The dark deicent, and up to r^-afcend, 

" Though hard, and rare.** 

Paradise Lost, B. iu» 

"fTTHEN fpeeding fea-ward, to the fleet we came 

^ ^ That anchor'd nigh the coaft, we launched our (hip 
Into tlie facred deep : the mall up-rear'd 
Bore every fail expanded ; whilil aboard 
W^ ftowM devoted vi£iims, and afcend 
The veffel, inly griev'd, and filent Ihowcra 
Fell from our drooping eyes. A friendly wind 
Circe the fair, of human race divine, 
Propitious fent ; to ply the ftruggling oar 
Small need remain *d, the frefhening gale fuffic'd 
J£ach bellying canvas. On with fpced \ye fare 
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Profperous j and when the fun careering prone 

Sunk, to the weftcm illcs, and dewy fhade 

Sabled the pole, we tilting o'er the waves 

On; Ocean's utmoft bound, approach the realms 

Unblefs'd, where the Cimmerians darkling dwell ; 

(A lamentable race !) of hearealy light 

Unvifited, and the fun's gladfome ray. 
TvTooring the veflcl on that dreary beach 

We take the deftin'd ftieep, and flow fojourn 
Along the marifli, till the fated place 

"\ye found, which Circe wilPd we fliould explore. 

Eurylochus and Perimcdes guard 

The holy offerings ; I meantime unfhcath 

My faulchion, and prepare t' intrench the ground 

A cubit fquare, and there oblations pour 

To reconcile the Shades ; infufmg milk 

With honey tempered fweet, and bowls of muft 

Pure from the melloweft grape, with added ftore 

Of water j and with flower of wheat beftrow 

The mix'd ingredients : to the feeble ghofts 

Then vow'd, if heaven to my dear native land 

Should favour my return, a barren cow 

Of ftatelicft growth ; and to th' oraculous * Seer 

A ram of fable fleece, the leading pride 

Of all my flocks. Thefe folemn rites perform 'd 

And vows prefer'd, the deflin'd flieep I flew : 

Forth gufli*d the vital purple, and furcharg'd 

The hollow'd trench j when lo ! from the dun verge 

* Tirefi^s, 
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Of Erebus, the ghofts promifcuous troop 

UnnumberM, youth&and maidens immature 

Cropt in their fpring, who wandering penfive waiPd 

The fliortncfs of their date : trembling, and hoar 

With age, fome (lowly pace ; others more fierce 

Array'd in arms, enfanguin'd o'er with wounds 

Keceiv*d in battle, clamorous approach 

To drink the reeking gore. Shuddering and pale 

I ftood aftounded, but with quick difpatch 

Bade bum the facrifice, a grateful fteam . 

To Proferpine, who there with Dis divides 

The regency of night : fudden I wav'd 

My glittering falchion, from the fanguine pool 

Diiving th' unbody'd hoft that round me fwarm'd ; 

Nor deign'd to let them fip, before I faw 

Th* oraculous feer. Foremoft of all the crowd 

Elpenor came, whofc unregarded corfe 

Unwept, unbury'd, eager to purfue 

Our voyage : Strait to tender pity mov'd. 

With words dilTolv'd in tears I cry'd, Relate, 

Elpenor, how thefe rueful Ihades you reach'd 

We left behind in Circe's fumptuous dome, 

Sooner than I fuU-fail'd. He thus reply'd 

In accents of much dolour ; Me, O king. 

The minifter of adverfe fate malign'd, 

Unweeting of miihap ; and wrought me doom, 

Drench*d with excefs of wine : prone from the top 

Of Circe*s tower I fell, ^nd the ncck-bonca 

Disjointing dy'd. But to your pious care 

Suppliant, I beg by thofe endearing names 

Qf parent, wife, and fon (though diftant, dear 
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To your remembrance) when you re-afcend 
To Circe's bliftfttl ifle, to my renaains 
Discharge funereal rites ; nor let me lie 
Unwept, unbury'd there, left heaTen avenge 
The dire negle^. While the devouring flames 
Confume my catthy, on the flagrant pile 
My armour caft coropleat ; then rai(e a tomb 
For my memorial on the foamy ftnand : 
And on it place that oar which erft I plyM 
With my aflbciates. Penfive I rejoin. 
Poor Shade ! I '11 pay the decei^t rites you crave. 

While with the friendly phantom I maintain'd 
Such melancholy parly, with brand ifli'd fteel 
Guarding the goary pool, I through th' obfcure 
My * mother view'd : her lineage fhe deriv'd 
From Maia's wingy Ion, and ceas'd to breath 
This vital air, fmce I my legion led 
To war on Ilium. From my pitying eyes 
Abundant forrow ftream' d ; but though regret 
Withered my rclblution, from the pool 
I made the dear mafiemal form recede, 
Till I (houl4 learn from the grave Theban feer 
The fnm of fate. The fage at length advanc'd 
Bearing a golden fbeptre, and began : 

Son of Laertes, what misfortunes dire 
Compel your progrefs from th' all-dteanAg fun. 
And heavenly azuine, in this ieat of woe 
To roam among fhe dead } But hom the pooi 

* Anticlea, 

With- 
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Withdraw, aad iheath your (aulchion, while I taftfi 
That bloody beverage^ then the fates decree 
Inllant I '11 wter* Sudden I withdrewj 
Sheathing my faulchion whild he drank the gore ; 
Then thus the fcer pronoiuic'd tbc fates decree. 

What means «tay beft befit your wiih*d return, 
lUuftrious Greek ! you'd know. The foyereign power 
Whofe ftpong earth-fliaking mace the floods revere, 
InHdious waits a time to wreak revenge 
For Polypheme, his fon ; whofe vifuai orb 
You late eclips'd with cver-during fhade. 
Howe'er you fafe may voyage, aod avoid 
Difafters various, if your mates refrain 
From facrilegious ^oil, when fafe they tread 
Trinacria's herby foil : for riierc the flocks 
And heids of Pboebtts, o'er the verdurous lawn 
Browze fattening psftuce (he the world's great eye 
Views ail below his orient beam, nor ought 
Can fhun Ills wakeful ear) with evil band 
If them they feiKe, unerriag I foretell 
An hideous wreck. Unequal to the ftorai 
Your ihip, deep in the nether waves ingulft» 
Shall perifli with her crew : you ihall regaia 
The dry, without furviving friend to cheer 
Your pilgrim -Heps ; however l^e and hard. 
You fhall revifit your lov'd natal Ihoar, 
Tranfported in a vefiel not your own. 
Much of domeftic damage, and mifrule^ 
Will fadden your return ; for in your court 
Suitors voluptuous fwarmi with amorous wiles 

.Studious 
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Studious to win your confort, and feduce 

Her from chafte fealty to joys impure, 

In biidal pomp ; vain efforts i but they ibon 

By ftiatagem, or our puifiant ann> 

To ruin are fore-doom*d. Then to a race 

Remote from ocean, who with favoury fait 

)*^e'er feafon their repaft, nor veffel view'd 

Furrowing the foamy flood with painted prow, 

And ali her tackle trim, with fpeed repair 

Carrying a taper oar ; way-faring thus, 

One journeying obvious will mifname that oar 

A com van ; fix it there, and vidlims flay 

To Neptune reverent j from the fleecy fold 

A ram fele£^; and from the beeves and fwine. 

The choicefl male entire, of either herd. 

Thence homeward hafte, and hecatombs prepare 

For the bright order of the gods, who reign 

Sphered in empyreal fplendors. White with years^ 

The balm of life evaporating flow. 

At length, when Neptune points the dart of death *, 

Without a pang you '11 die, and leaye your land 

With fair abundance blefs'd. In thefe fix'd laws 

Of fate repofe afliance, and beware. 

I thus reply'd : In this authentic will 
Of fate, O Seer, I acquiefce ; but lo ! 
Penfive, and fllent, by the goary pool. 
Abides my mother's fliade ; nor me vouchfafes 
Language or look benign : Oh ! tell me how 

* He was killed with the bpne of a f^a-turtle» 
c $ 5ht 
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She here may recognize me. He rejoin'd j 
Whatever ghoft by your permiffion fips ' 
That facred purple, will to all your quell 
Without deceit reply ; the reft withdraw 
At your ftern interdift. This faid, the Seer 
To the high capital of Dis retir'd. 
Meantime I firm abode, till the dear ihade 
Has fip*d the facred purple ; then her fon 
Inftant (he knew, and wailing thus began : 

My fon ! how reached you thefe Tartarean bounds | 
Corporeal ? Many a river interfusM, 
Andguiphsunvoyageable, from accefs 
Debar each living wight ; befides th' expanfe 
Of ocean wide to fail. Are you from Troy 
With your aflbciate peers but now return*d, 
Erroneous from your wife and kingdom ftill ? 

I thus : By ftrong neceffity conftrain'd, 
Down to thefe nether realms I have prefum'd 
An earthly gueft, to hear my doom difclos'd 
By fage Tirefias ; for fince I led 
Auxilidr bands, with Agamemnon leagu'd 
To war on Ilium, traverfmg the main 
Through various perils, I have voyag'd far 
Eftrang'd from Greece. But fay by what difeafo. 
By flow confumption through the gates of death 
Prone did you pa6 ; or by Diana's dart 
Transfix'd, a fudden fate ? My hoary fire ! 
Survives he ? Is my bloomy fon poflefs'd 
Of my domain, or groans it now beneath 
Ufurptng powers; who lord it uncontrol'd, ' 

Thought* 
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Thoughtlefs of my return ? My confort dear ! 

Abides fhe with my fon, of all his rights 
A guardian regeot j or, no longer mine. 
Hath Ihe been won to plight connubial vows ? 

The venerable (hade thus anfwer'd mild : 
Still in your regal dome your fpoufe abides 
Difconfolate, with ever-flowing eyes 
Wailing your abfence ; and your fon pofTefs'd 
Of principality, with his compeers. 
Bounteous of foul, free intercourfe maintains 
Of focial love. Beneath a fylvan lodge, 
Far from the cheerful fteps of men, your fire 
Lives inconfolable J on gorgeous beds, 
With rich embroidery fpread, and purple palls. 
No more indulging fweet repofe : but clad 
In coarfe attire, couch'd with his village hinds 
On the warm hearth he flceps, when winter reigns- 
Inclement, till the circling months return 
Kew-rob*d in flowering verdure : then, the vines 
High intenvove a green pavilion form. 
Where pillow'd on the leaves, he mourns for you 
Noftumal ; to th* unfriendly damp of age- 
Adding corrofive anguilh and defpair. 
So perifh'd I with ilow-confuming pile • 
Me nor the filver-Ihafted goddefs flew, 
Nor racking malady; but anxious love 
Of my Ulyfl*e8 on my vitals prey'd. 
And funk my age with forrow to the grav«. 

She ceased : I thrice with filial fondnefs flrove 
T' embrace the much-lov'd form, and thrice it fled, 

Dcluflvc 



HOMER IMITATED. 155 

Dclufive as a dream. Anew with grief 
Heart-chiird I fpake, Why, mother will you Ay 
Your fon's incircling arms > O here permit 
My duteous love, and let our forrows flow 
Mingling in one full ftream ! Or has the queen- 
Whofe frown the Shades revere, to work me woe, 
A guileful image fonn'd ? She thus replies : 

Of all mankind, O moft to grief inur'd ! 
Deem not that aught of guile by phantoms vain 
Is here intended, but the cflence pure 
Of fcparate fouls is of all living touch 
Impaffive : here no grofs material frame 
We wear, with fleih incumber'^, nerves, and bone; 
They *re_caicinM on the pile : but when we ceafc 
To draw the breath of life, the foul on wing 
Fleets like a dream, from elemental drofs 
Difpartcd and refin'd. Now to the realms 
Illumin*d with tlie fun's enlivening beam. 
Hence journeying upNvard, to your confbrt dear 
Difclofe the fecrcts of our ftate below. 

Thus we alternate, till a beauteous train 
Of noblefs near advance their fteps, enlarg'd 
By radiant Proferpine, daughters and wives 
To kings and heroes old : the goary pool 
The fair aflembly thick furround, to iip 
The tafteful liquid : I the fates of each 
Defirous to hear ftoried, wave my fword 
In airy circles, while they fingly fate 
Their appetites j then curious alk of each 
Her anceilryy which all in order told. 

Tyre 
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Tyro firft audience claim'dy the daughter fair 
Of great Salmoneus $ Ihe with Crctfaeus ihar'd 
Connubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
Enamour'd of £nipeus» inly pin'd : t 

Enipeusy fwift from-whoie reclining urn 
Rolls a delicious flood. His lovely fonn 
Neptune aflum'dy and the bright nymph beguil'd * 
Wandering love-penflve near his amber fiream : ' 
Them plunging in the flopy flood received 
Redounding ; and to fkreen his amorous theft. 
On either fide the parted waves up-rear'd 
A cryfial mound. Potent of rapturous joy. 
And fated, thus he fpake : Hail, royal fair ! 
Thy womb fliali teem with twins (a god's embrace 
Is ever fruitful) and thofe pledges dear 
Of our fweet cafual blifs nmture and tend 
With a fond mother's care : hence homeward (peed. 
And from all human ken our amorous z€t 
Conceal : fo Neptune bids thee now farewell. 
He ceas'd, and diving fudden was ingulph*d 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fair (bns . 
Th* appointed months difcharg'd, by fupreme Jove 
Both fcepter'd. Pelias flrfl -, his empire wide 
Stretch'd o'er Idlcos, whofe irriguous vales 
His grazing folds o'erfleec'd : her younger birth, 
Neleus, was honoured through the iandy realm 
Of Pylus. She by Cretheus then eipous'd, 
A fur increaie, JE{on ^d Pheres, bore ; 
And great Amythaon, who with Eery ileeds 
Oft' diiarray'd the foes in battle rang'd. 

The 
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TThe daughter of Afopus next I viewM, 
'Antiope, boaftful that ihe, by Jove 
Impregnate, had the fam|d Amphion borne. 
And Zethus, founder of imperial Thebes, 
Stately with feven large gates, and bulwark'd ftrqng 
Againft invading powers. Alcmena fair, 
Amphitryon's confort, then advancM to view j 
To heaven's fliprenie who bore Alcides, bold 
And lion-hearted. Next that lovely ihadc 
Stood Megara, of Creon's royal race, 
By great 'Aicidcs ipous'd. To her fucceeds 
The ihceny form of Epicaf^e, >voo*d 
By Oedipus her fon, to whom Ihe deign'd 
Spoufal embraces, thoughdefs of mifdeed, 
He having too (ill-ftarr'd!) deftroyd his fice. 
His lineage with incefluous mixture foil'd, , 
Blinded by deftiny ; but the juft gods 
Difclos'd th* unnatural fcene. In Thebes he fway'd. 
With various ills by heaven's affliftive rod 
DifcomBted : but fhe through fell defpair 
Self-ftrangled, from the ftings of mwtal life 
Fled to the Ihades, and her fur\'iying Ion 
With delegated furies fierce purfued. 
An amiable image next appear'.d ; 
Bright Chloris, of Amphion's lofty (lem 
The youngeft bud : in fweet attra£iive pomp 
On her the Graces ever-waiting fmit 
The heart of Neleus, whom the Pylian tribes 
Hoinag'd with fealty : from their wedded love 
Sprung Neftor, Chromius, and the boaftful power 

S Of 
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Of Periclym'enus ; befides a nymph, 

Pero, of form divine : her virgin vows 

By many a prince were fought, but Nelcus deign'd 

To none her bed, but him vvhofe prowefs'd arm 

Should force from Phylace a furious herd 

Of wild Theflalian beeves, f avenge the dower 

Which Iphiclus detain'd. This bold emprife 

A feer accepted ; but, in combat foiPd, 

In thrall for twelve revolving moons he lay. 

Deep in a dungeon clofe immur*d, 'till found 

Divine of fate, by folvifig problems quaint 

Which Iphiclus propos*d, who ftrait difmifs'd 

The captive ; fo was Jove's high will complete. 

Then Ledo, fpous'd by Tyndarus, I faw, 
TViother of the fam'd twins, Caftor expert 
To tame the fteed, and Pollux far renown'd 
On lifted fields for conflitt ; who from Jove 
Receiv'd a grateful boon like gods to live, » 
Mounting alternate to tliis upper orb. 

Next Iphimedia glides in view, the wife 
Of great Aloeus, who in love comprefs'd 
By Neptune, bore (fo fhe.the faft avow'd) 
Otus and Ephialtes, whom the fates 
Cut fhort in early prime : their infant years 
Nurturd by Earth, enormous both attained 
Gigantic ftature, and for manly grace 
Were next Orion rank'd j for in the courfe 
Of nine fwift circling years, nine cubits broad 
Their Ihoulders meafur*d, and nine ells their height. 
Improvident of foul, they vainly dar'd 
The gods to war, and on Olympus hoar Rear'd 
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Rear'd Offa, and on OjOfa Pelion pil'd 
Torn from the bafe, with all its woods ; by fcale 
T' aflault heaven's battlements j and had their date 
To manhood been prolong d, had fure atchiev'd 
Their ruinous aim :, but by thefilver dart 
Of Phoebus flieer transfixed, ere fpringing down 
Shaded their rofy youth, they both expir'd. 

Ill-fated Phaedra then witli Procris came, 
And Ariadne,^ who them both furpafs'd 
In goddefs-like demeanor : from her fire 
Minos, the rigid arbiter of right, 
Thefeus of old conveyed her, with intent 
At Athens, link'd in loye, with her to reign : 
But (lern Diana, by the guileful plea 
Of Bacchus won, diflfever'd foon their joys. 
And cays'd the lovely nymph to fall forlorn 
In Dia, with circumfluous feas in-girt. 
Of nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 
Maera and Clymenc, a beauteous pair; 
And Eriphyle, whofe oi^ce radiant charms 
A cloud of forrow dimm'd j for fhe, devoid 
Of duteous love, for gold betrayM her lord.— 

Here let me ceafe narration, nor relate 
What other objects fair, daughters and wives 
Of heroes old, I faw j for now the night 
In clouded majefty has journey'd far, 
Admonifhing to reft, which with my mates. 
Or here with you, my wearied nature craves ; 
Meantime affianc'd in the gods and you, 
To fpeed my voyage to wy native realm, 

S 1 He 
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He ccas'd : a while th* attentive audience (ate 
In filent rapture ; his pcrfuafiVe tongue, 
Mellifluous, Co with eloquence had charm*d 
Their Hill infatiate ears ; at length thus ifrnke 
The queen Arete, graceful and hilrtiane. 

Think ye, Phaeacians, that the god-Uke form^ 
The port, the wifdom, of this \vanderer claim 
Aught of ifegard ? Peculiar him tny gueft 
I ftyle J but, fihce tlie honour hfe tOtocfcikfw, 
Detighted ye pi'rtakc, give not tOo Iben 
Him fignal of departure, bur Jirepare 
With no penurious hand proportiohM gifts, 
Vying in ttounteous deeds, f^nde hfeaVeh hath Iho^fvci'd 
Your peerage with abundant favours bOon^ 

Up rofc Echeneus then, ^'hofe ivavy locks 
Silver'd with age, adornM his reverend brow» 
Fraught with niatured cfouncil, and began 
AddrefOng Hs corfipeers : Rightful and ^ifc 
The queen's prbpofal i*, let none demur 
Obedience to her will : Alcino^s beft 
By fair enfample may prefcribe the rule. 

Alcinous from his bed of flite reply 'd, 
With afpeft bland : While here 1 live enthnon'd, 
Jove's delegate of empire, and 'this hand 
Sways the Phaeacian fcfiptre, will I cheer 
Th' erroneous ahd affli6>ed, with meet tt£k» 
Of regal bounty ; but our princely gueft 
Mud, though impatient, for a titoe -defer 
His voyage, that with due munificente 
Our gifts may be prepar'd : let-all liccord 

BeBeyolenty 
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Benevolent, and free to furniih ftores 
Worthy acceptance j mp you ^hall confcfs 
The firft in bounty, as the iirft in poiver. 
He ended, and UJyfl'^s anfNyer'd blithe : 

thou, by kingly virtues juftiy rais'd 
To this imperial eminence ! By thee 
Were I detain *d, till the revolving lun 
Completes his annual circle, in thy will 

1 acquiefce ubedient, till pncet itores 

For my return be rais'd : then at my realm 
With royal largefies arriving grac'd, 
And gay retinue, flrait the wondering Greeks 
Will dear re{pe^ and prompter homage yield. 

To whom Alcinous : Your diftinguifii'd worth 
Too plain is charafter'd in all your port. 
To doubt y9« of thofe vagi ant clans, who roam 
Fallacious, and with copious legend take 
The credulous ear ; you, with feverell truth 
Rob'd in rich eloquence, inftru6l and plcafe : 
When (like fome bard, vers*d in heroic theme 
AttemperM to the lyre) you fweetly tell 
Whate'er in Grecian llory was. of old 
Recorded emii>eat, or when yoii ipealc 
Your own difaftrous fate. But now proceed. 
Say affable, if while you low foJQurn*d 
In groA Tartarean gloom., the mighty (hades 
Of thofe brave warring Greeks appeared, who fell 
By doom of battle ; for the lingering night 
Hath yet much fpace to roeafure, and the hour 
Of ikep is far to come : I can attend 

§3 With 
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With ravifhment to hear the pleafing tale 
Fruitful of wonders, till the rofcate morn 
Purples the Eaft. UlyfTes thus reply'd : 

Due time, O king, for converfe and repofe 
Is ftill remaining ; nor will I refufe 
With c;py denial, what the facred ear 
Of majefty with audience deigns to grace. 
Hear next how my aflbciate warriors fell, 
O'erwhelm'd with huge aiilifiiions, and opprefs'd 
In their own realms by feminine deceit, 
To them more fatal than the prowefsM foe. 

When by imperious Proferpine recalPd, 
The lady ■•train difpers'd, the penfive form 
Of Agamemnon came, with thofe begirt 
Whom, in one common fate involved, of life 
^gyflhiis hid bereav'd. Sipping the gore. 
He recogniz'd me inftant, and outftretch'd « 
His unfubftantial arms, ^xhauftcd now 
Of all their vital vigour j with- fhrill plaints 
Piercing the doleful region far : 'mine eyes. 
Sore wounded with the piteous object dear, 
Eifus'd a flood of tears, while thus I fpake : 

O king of hofts ! O ever-honour'd fon 
Of Atreus ! Say to what fcvere decree 
Of dcftiay you bow'd. By Neptune's wrath 
Tempefling th* ocean, did you there expire 
Whclm'd in the watery abyfs ? Or fell you arm*d, 
Making fierce inroad on fome hoftile coaft. 
To ravage hcids and flocks ; or in alTault 
Of fome imperial fortrcfsi thsncc to win 

• 5 Rich 
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Rich.fpoils and beauteous captives, were you (lain 
Defeated of your feizure ? He replied : 

I perilh'd not, my friend, by Neptune*s wrath, 
WhelmM in the ocean wave j nor dy'd in arms 
Heroic deed^ attempting : but recciv'd 
From bafe ^gyfthus, and my bafer queen. 
Irreparable doom, whilft 1 partook 
Rcfrefliment, and at fupper jovial fate 
Slain like an ox that's butcher'd at the crib, 
A death moft lamentable ! Round me lay 
An hideous carnage of iny brcathlefs fiiends. 
Like beafts new flaughtcr'd for the bridal board 
Of fome luxurious noljle, or devote 
To folemn feftival. 6a well-fought fields 
You various fcenes of llaughter have furvey'd, 
And in fierce tournament J yet had it quell 'd 
Your bed of man to view us on the floor 
Rolling in death, with viands round us fprcad,' 
And ponderous vai^s bruis'd, while human gore 
Flooded the pavement wide. With fhriiling cries 
Caflandra pierc'd my ear, whom at ray fide 
Falfe Clytemneftra flew : tS^venge her wrong, 
1 with a dying grafp my fabrc fijiz'd ; 
But the curs'd aflaflin withdrew, nor clol^d 
My lips and eyes. O woman ! woman ! none 
Of naturejs lavage train have lefs remorfe 
In perpetrating crimes : to kill her mate, 
What beaft was e'er a complice ? I return'd 
Hopeful in aflluence of doraeftic joy 
To reign, encircled with my offspring dear, 

S 4 . And 
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And court-rctinue; but my traitrtis wife 

On female honour hath diffused a ftaiii 

Indelible ; and her pernicious arts, 

RccordccI for reproach on all the icx. 

Shall wound foft innocence with touch of blame« 

I anfwer'd, O ye Powers ! by women's wiles 
Jove works fure bane to all tli' imperial race 
Of Atreus ftill : for Helen's vagrant luft 
Greece mourns her flates difpeoplcd ; and you fell 
By your adu!tre(s ! Plaintive he reply'd : 

By my difafters warn'd, to woman's faith 
Unbofom nought momentous ; though Ihe peal 
Your car (by nature importune to know) 
Unlock hot all yourfecrets. But your wife. 
Of prudent meek deport, no train of ills 
Will meditate for you by forde or guile : 
Her, when we led th' embattled Greeks to Troy, 
We left in blooming beauty afrefh j yOur fbh 
Then hanging on her breaft ; who now to man " 
Full grown, with men alTociates ; your approach 
With rapture he will meet, aad glad his fire 
With filial duty dear ; a filifs to me 
Not deign*d [my fon I faw not ere I fell 
A vi£lim to my wife ; then, timely warn'd, 
Truft not to woman's ken the time prcfixM 
For your return to Greece. Btit fay fincere. 
Aught have ybu heard where my Oreftesl»(des, 
In rich Orchomenus, or fandy Pyle ; 
Or with my brother lives he more fecure 
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In fpacious Sf^ffitrii ? f6i of this difrk reftlm 
He 's riot itihftbitanlt I fbus ix:jom'd : 

Vain is your ^jti^llf Atrides ; whether fate 
Permits your foh to <H'«w the breath of heaven. 
Friendly to life ; or wliether in thcfc (hades 
He roams a ghoft, 1 know not ; nor with f^eth 
Falfc or ambiguttus will beguile your car. 

While mourrtfU^l thus we talk'd, fuffus'd with tears 
Of tender fympathy-, young Pckus came. 
With his ailbciatcs tnoft in life belov'd, 
Faithful Patnidus, and th* egrt?gious * fon 
Of Nellor, great in arms j <vith them (conjoia'd 
In amicable converfe, e*en by death 
Uncancei'd) walkM the tall illuftrious (hade 
Of Ajax, with attratSVive grace adorn'd, 
And prou'tfs '; paragon M for both to none 
But great Achilles : tne the goddeft-born 
EyM curious, and at length thus fad began s 

What caufe, Ulyfles, moves thy mind, expert 
Of warlike machinations ; what emprife 
Hath aught of fuch importance, as to tempt 
This dire defccnt, where we in dolorous iiighty 
Frail incorporeal forms, are docro'd abode ? 

O peerlefs chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The foremoft name ! I hither am conftrain'd> 
From the wife 'tTwban pradle to hear 
Bed means veveaPd, how to revi^ iajfb 
My native realm j bj', rigid fate rcpell'd, 

* Amilochu^, . 

I'm 
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I 'm exil'd yet, with troops of various ills 
Surrounded. But the gods, to yoyir high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief 
With choicer bleflings than the eye of time 
Yet faw confcrr'd, or future (ball betiold ; 
On earth you. equal honours with the gods 
From us receiv'd j jior by the ftroke of fate 
Sink with diuiiniih'd luf^re, but fupreme 
Kcign o'er the ihados. He folenm fad, replied : 

Reign here fupreme ! deem not thy eloquence 
Can aught confole my doom ; rather on earth 
A village flave 1 '4 be, than titled here 
Imperial and auguft. But fay me true, 
Or did my <bn illuftrate his defcent 
Firft in the files. of war j or fled he pale 
A recreant from the fight ? do all our tribes 
In Phthia ft ill revere my father's throne ; 
Or lives he now of regal power dcfpoil'd, 
A weak contemn'd old man, wanting my arm 
To hold his fceptrjB firm ? that arm 1 which erft 
Warring for Greece, bcftrew'd the Phrygian flaiqs 
With many a prowefs'd knight ! Would heaven rcllore 
The fame puifl&nt form, I'd foon avenge 
His injur'd age, and re-alTert his claim. 

He ceafing, I rcply'd i Of Peleps* ftate 
Fame hath to me been filcnt j but attend 
While I th' atchievements of thy glorious fon 
Blazon, as truth iliall dictate. Him to Troy 
From Scyros o'er th' -^gean fafe I bore 
To join th' embattled Greeks i whene'er we fate 

In 
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In council, to mature feme high defign, 
Firft of the peerage with perfuafive fpcech 
His fentence he difclos*d, by all confefs*d 
The third from Neftor. But whene'er we xnov'd 
In battailous array, and the fhrtll clang 
Of onfet founded, he, whh haughty ftridcs. 
Advancing in the van the foremoft chief, 
Picrc'd through the ad verfe legions, nor was deem'd 
Not equal tq the bcft. Each hardy deed, 
Which in his country's caufe the youth atchiey'd, • 
Were long to tell j but by his javelin dy'd 
Eurypylus, of all th* auxiliary bands 
Fam'd after Memnon firft j with many a peer 
Of Pergamenian race, around him ftrown. 

When in the wooden horie by Epcus form'd 
Sclc£^ed heroes lay, aghaft and pale 
The reft, (huddering with fear, let round big dropt 
Roll from their- drooping eyes, he fole abode 
Undaunted, un-difmay'd ; no chilling doubt 
Frofted his damafk cheek, nor (ilent 'tear 
Couri'd frotn its cryftal fluice, but grsirping fierce 
His fpear and fa'ulchion, for the combat grew 
Impatient, menacing decifive rout 
To Troy's opponent powers ; and when the height 
Of Ilion had redriv'd the final ftroke 
From Grecian 'v^aliMsilr, with barbaric ipoil. 
To his high fame proportion *d, he returned, 
Unmaik'd with hoftile wound, though round him Man 
With tenfold iage oft' made the battle burn. 

I ended : 
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I ended : joy ineffablfe poflfcfs^d 
The great patcaraal Iha^ j his ftcp* he rai^'d 
With more m^jeftic portance o'er the Qve^d 
Verdaiu widb afphodci* elate to hear 
His Ton's exploits ctnblazonM fair by Fame. 

The reft» a pcnfivc circle, round await 
Reciting various dooms, to mortai ear 
Calamitous and fad I From chefe apart 
The Telamoniao hero, whom I fciil'd 
In contcft for Achilles' anus, abpdc 
Sullen with treafur'dl wratb ; the fatal (brife 
By Thetis was proposed, and every judge 
Inftinft by Pallaa, to my claim declared 
The prize of right. O! why was I conlUaiu'd 
By honour to prevail, and caufe to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adarn'dy 
And prowcfs ; paragon 'd for bocb, to ©one 
fiut the great fon of Bel em ! Him with ^?Qcch 
Lenient of wrath I thin accolWd mild : 

Ajax, let ti)«8o|)(livipi}8 gloom di:£ace 
The memory of thofe armSf whi<^ heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the irmeks, who \o&. in thee 
Their power of ftrong defence t to mourn thy faU 
The yoice of Qmf Along the ti^cd ihofe 
Was heard, as loud as when therflQWigr of war» 
Divine Achillea, dy'd : nor deem-tJbt augjbt 
Of human interpos'd to urge thy doom^ 
]^ut ireful jove, to puniOi all our ko^ 
. Cut off its darling hope. O royal fiafi^ I 

Approach, 
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^Approach, and affable to me vouciiTafe 
Mild audience, calming thy teaipelluous rage. 

Vain was my fiiit ! for tvkh th' iwbody'd troop 
Of fpeflrcsy fleeting to di' interior (Kade 
'Of Erebus, be to my friendly^ ^ech 
Difdain'd reply ; yet to that dark recefs 
-Had I purfued his flight, he muft have borne 
Unwilling correipODdence, forc'd by fate, 
ImpaffionM as he was ; but I rcfrain'd, 
For other vifions drew my curious eye. 

Intent I faw with golden fceptre grave 
Minos, the fon of Jove, to the pale ghofls 
'Difpenfing equity ^ with faded looks 
They through the wide Plutonian hail appear'd 
Frequent and fuUy and atgued each his caui'e 
At that tiibunal, trembling whilfl he weigh'd 
Their pleaded leaibn. Of portentous fizc 
Orion next I viewM ; a brazen mace 
Invincible he bovc, in fierce purfuit 
Of thofe huge mounuin favages he ilew 
While habiunt of earth, whofe griAy forms 
He urg'd in chace^ the flowery mead along. 

Nor unobfervM lay firetch'd upon the marie 
Tityus earth-bom, whofe body long and large 
Cover'd nine acres : there to vultures fat 
Of appetite in&tiBte, and with beaks 
For lavine bent, unintermitting goar'd 
His liver, powerlefs he to put to flight 
The fierce devourcrs ! to this penance judg'd 
Fqy rape inlendcd on Latoga fair, 

» The 
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The paramour of Jove, as flic fojoum'd 
To Pytho o'er the Panopeian lawns ; 

Delicious landfltip ! In a limpid lake 

Next Tantalus a doleful lot abides : 
Chin-deep he ftands, yet with afliiftive drought 
Inceffant pines, while ever as he bows 
To fip refpcftiment, from his parching thirft 
The guileful water glides. Around the pool 
Fruit-trees of various kinds umbrageous fpread 
Their pampered boughs : the racy olive green 
The ripe pomegranate big with vinous pulp. 
The lufcious fig iky-dy*d, the tafteful pear 
Vermilion'd half, and apples mellowing fweet 
In bumifli'd gold, luxuriant o'er him wave. 
Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 
Of food ambrofial :— when he tries to feize 
The copious fruitage fair, a fudden guft 
Whirls it aloof amid th' incumbent gloom. 

Then Sifyphus, the neareft mate in woe. 
Drew my regard ; he with diilended nerves 
Ay rolls a ponderous ftone up a rugged rock ; 
Urg'd up the fteep cliff flow with hjtnd and foot 
It mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peak. 
Precipitous adown the flopy fide 

The rapid orb devolving back renews • 

Eternal tpil, which he, with duft befmear'd. 
And dew'd with fmoaking fweat, inceiTant plies. 

1 laft the vlfiobary femblance viewed 
Of Hercules, a Ihadowy form ; for he. 
The real fon of Jove, in hfaven's high court 

Abides, 



HOMER IMITATED. 471 

Abides, aflbciate with the gods, and fhares 
Celeftial banquets ; where, with foft diijxnt 
Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 
Treats him nofturnal. With terrific clang 
Surrounding ghoft, like fowl, the region wing ^ 
Vexatious, while the threatening image ftands, 
Gloomy as night, from his bent battle-bow 
In aft to let th' aerial arrow fly. 
Athwart his breaft a military zone' 
Dreadful he wore, where grinn'd in fretted gold 
Grim woodland favages, with various fcenes 
Of war, fierce joufting knights, and havoc dire, 
With matchlefs art portrayed ; me ftraic he kne\v. 
And, piteous of my ftate, addrefs'd me thus : 

O exercis'd in grief, illuftrious fon 
Of good Laertes, famM for warlike wiles I 
Fated thou art (like me, what time I breath'd 
Etherial draught) beneath unnumber'd toils 
To groan opprefs'd : ev*n 1, the feed of Jove, 
Combated various ills, and was adjudged 
By an inferior wretch (\\'hat could he more ?) 
To drag to light the triple-crefted dog 
That guards hell's mafly portal : I atchiev*d 
The tafk injoin'd through the propitious aid . 
Of Mercury and Pallas, who vouchfaf 'd 
Their friendly guidance j then without reply. 
To Pluto's court majeftic he retir'd. 

Mean time for others of heroic note 
I waited, in the lifts of ancient fame 
Inroird illuftrious j and had haply feen 

Great 
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Great Theious, and Piritbous h\» .tQioapptr^ 
The race of gods ; but at the hixkous fcrcaai 
Of rpe£ires HTuing itom the da^k jptrofound 
I waxM infirm of pacpo(c, fore di0pay'd 
Left Proiecpiiic flwuld'iiend Mcdufa, currd 
With fnaky locks, to .fix me in hor realm 
Stiff with Goi;goxiian horror e t9 the ihip 
Retreating (peedy thence, I bade ipy mates 
To (hove from ihorc : joyous they ijkrait b<;gan 
To ftem the tide, and brufh'd the whitening feas. 
Till the fr«ih gales ccliev'd the labouiiog oar. 



THE W I D O W'S W I L & 

A T A L E- 

TT AV E you not fecn (to ftate the cafe) 
*■- ^ Two walps lie Itniggling in ^ glal's ? 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 
Allur'dy about the brim they play ; 
They light, they murmur, thtn begin 
To lick, and fo at length (lip in ; 
Embracing cloie the couple lies. 
Together dip, together rife } 
You'd fwear they love, and yet they .ftriv-tt 
Which ihail be fuiik* and which funrivc. 

Such feign'd amours, and real hate, 
Attend the matrimgiiiaj ftate { 

When 
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when facrcd vows are bought and fold, ' ' 
And hearts are ty'd with threads of gold, 

A nymph there was, who ('tis aver'd 
By fanie) was born without a beard« ... * 

A certain fign, the learii'd declare, 
That (guarded witii uncommon care) 
Her virtue might remain at ten 
Impregnable, to boys or men. 
But from that aera we '11 proceed, ' " ' ' '** "* 

To find her in a widow's weed : . . . »i . .u ♦ 

Which, all love's chronicles agree, 
She wore juft iuin*d of twenty-three ; 
For an old fot (he calPd her mate. 
For jewels, pin-mone^, and plate. 
The dame, poflbfs'd of wealth and eafe, ' 
Had no more appetites to pleafe ; 
That which provokes wild girls to wed. 
Fie !— It ne*er enterM in her head. 

Yet fome prolific planet fmil'd. 
And gave the pair a chopping child ; 
Intitled by the law to claim 
Her hufband's chattels, and his name : 
But was fo like his mother ! She 
The Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 

This matron fair for fpoufe deceased 
Had forrow'd fore, a week at leaft j 
And feem'd to grudge the worms that prey, 
Which had lain dead full many a day. 
From plays and balls fhe now refrain'd, 
To a dark room by cuftom chained j 

- T And 
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And not a male for love or gold. 
But the dear hopes of two years old. 

The maids fo long in priibii pent, 
Alt leave to sdr ; ih^ ^ves coaiciit 
(For health is riches to the poor) : 
But Tom muft fiay to guard the door. 
In reading Sherlock ihe'd employ 
Her ibiitude, and tend the boy. 

When madam fees the coaft is clear. 
Her ^Hiits mantle and career ; 
Diffiifing ardour through her mien ; 
Pity they fhould condenie to ^leen ! 
But now by honour (he's confin'd. 
Who fluttered once as ficee as wind.£ 
And on a maiquerading mom. 
By fix iecurely could return ; 
Having, to feal him iafe till nine. 
With opium drugg'd her fpoufe's wine» 
This the gay world no werfe would hold« 
Than had (he only chang'd his gold : 
The (jpedes anfwer'd all demands. 
And only pafs'd through other hands* 
But honour now prefcribes the law. 
The tyrant keeps her will in awe ; 
For charity forbid to roam. 
And not a chitterling at home. 
What ! a lar^ ilomach, and no meat ! 
In pity. Love, provide a treat. 
Can widows feed on dreams and wiihesy 
Like hags on viiionary difhcs } 

Jmpof- 
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ImpolTible ! Tiirough walk of fto«e 
Hunger wil I break, to fuck a botke^ 
Want, oft* in times of old, we read. 
Made mothers on their infants feed i 
And now conftrain'd this matron mild. 
To grow hard-hearted to ber child. 
Her darlmg child ihe pinch'd) bt fquall^d; 
Invade the favourite footman 's call'd. 
To pacify the pcevift chic f 
For who but he could do the feat } 
He fmarting fore, refus'd Co pby i 
But bade man Thomas beat martuna. 
She, laughing, fooa avow'd her flame 
By various figns that want a name. 
The latqvey <avv, with trembling joy, 
Gay humour dancing in her eye { 
And ftrait with equal fury jfir'd 
Began th' attack ; the dame ictir*d i 
And haply falling as fhe fled, 
He beat her tell ihe lay for dead j^ 
But (with new vigour for the ftrife) 
Soon with a (igh returned to life. 

Think ye ihe'd e*cr forgive her fon. 
For what the naughty man had done > 
She did; yet, fpited with his pain, 
He founds th' alarm to charge again. 
But, 'fquire, confult your potent ally. 
Whether he *s yet prepar'd totally— 
Yes ; blood is hot on either fide ; 
Another combat muftbetry'd. 

T a She 
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She knew the foe could do no more. 

Than at the firfl attack ihe bore j 

So at his little malice fmiVd, 

And cryM^ Come on !»*-To pleafe the child. 

A . L A - M O D E. 

TVT Y better felf, my hear en, my joy ! 

AtX ^hile thus imparadis'd I lie, 

Tranfported in thy ctrclrng arms 

With frefli variety of charms ; 

From fate I fcarte can think to crave 

A blifs^ but what in thee I have. 

Twelve months, my dear, have paft, fince thou 

Didft plight to me thy virgin vow ; 

Twelve months in rapture fpent ! for they 

Seem (borter than St. Lucy's day : 

A bright example we ihall prove 

Of lalling matrimonial love. 

Meanwhile, I beg the gods to grant 
(The only favour tliat I want) 
That I may not furvive, to fee 
My happinefs expire with thee. 
O ! (hould I lofe my dearefl dear. 
By thee, and all that's good, I fwear, 
I'd give my felf the fatal blow ; 
And wait thee to the world below. 

When Wheedle thus to fpouie in bed. 
Spoke the bcil things he e*cr had read^ 



Madam 
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Ma^am furpriz'd, (you muft fuppofe it) 

Had lock*d a Templar in the clofet : 

A youth of pregnant pirts, and worth,' 

To play at picquct, and fo forth— 

This wag, when he had heard the whole. 

Demurely to the curtain dole j 

And peeping in, with folemn tone 

Cry*d out, O man ! thy days are done : 

The gods are fearful of the worft. 

And fend me, Death, to fetch thee firft ; 

To iavc their favourite from felf-murdcr, 

Lo ! thus I execute their order. 

Hold, Sir, for fecond thoughts are bcft. 

The huiband cryM ; 'tis my requeft 

With pleafure to prolong my life.--- ^^ 

Your meaning ?— Pray, fir, take my wife. 



SAPPHO TO PHAON. 
A LOVE EPISTLE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

Wf H AT, after all my art, will you demand, 

^^ Before the whole is read, the writer's hand ? 
And could you guefs from whom this letter came 
Before you faw it fign'd with Sappho's name ? 
Don't wonder, fmce I'm form'd for lyricks, -why ^ * 
The drain is turn'd to plaintive elegy j 

T 3 ^1 mourn 
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I mourn my flighted low ; alas ! my lute, 
And fprighly odct, would ill with forww fuit. 
I'm fcorch'd, I burn, like fields of corn on fine. 
When winds to fan the furious blaze confpire. 
To flaming ^tna Phaon 's pleas'd to roam, 
But Sappho fecU a (icrcer flame at home. 

No more my thoughts in ercn numbers flow, 
Vtrfc bcft befits a mind devoid of woe. 
No more I court the nymphs I once carefl^ 
ButPhaon ruUsunrivard in my brcaft. 
Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy ; 
A faul face to me, too cruel boy ! 
EnilavM to thofc cnclianting looks, tliat wear 
The bluih of Bacchus and Apollo's air ; 
A flume the garb of either god, in thee 
We every grace of either god may fee j 
Yet they confefs'd the power of female charms, 
In Daphne's flight and Ariadne's arms ; 
Tlrough neither nymph was fam*d for wir, >to move 
With melting airs tlie rigid foul to love. 
To me the Mufc vouchfafcs celcflial fire, 
And my foft numbers glow with warm defirc i 
*Alcaeus and myfclf alike flic crown'd, 
For foftiitft 1, and he for ftrength renown'd. 
Beauty, *tU true, penurious face denies. 
But wit my want of beauty well fupplies : 
My fltape I own is fliort, but yet my name 
Is far diflus'd, and fills the voice of fame. 
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If I'm not fair, young Pedeus did adore 

The fwarthy graces of the royal * Moo^ : 

The milk-white davts with mottW mate* are join'd,- 

And the gay parrot to the turtle's kind : 

But if you*ll fly from Love's connubial rites 

Till one as charming as yourfelf invites^ 

None of our (ex can ever Wcfs your bed, 

^e cr think of wooing, for you ne'er can wed. 

Yet, when you read mry verfe, you lik'd each line^ 
And fworcS no numbers were fo fweet as mine j 
I fang (that pleafing image ftill is plain. 
Such tender things we lovers long retain !) 
And ever Kvhcn the warbling notes I rais'd, 
You with fierce kiffes ftifled what you praif*d. 
Some winning grace in every aft you found, 
3ut in full tides of ecftafy were drown'd ; 
When murmuring in the melting joys of love. 
Round yours my curling limbs began to nnow : 
But now theVigbt Sicilian ma^s adore 
The youth, who feem'd fo fond of mc before : 
Send back, fend back my fugitive I for he 
Will vow to you the vows he made to me ; 
That fmooch deceiving tongue of his can chami 
The coyeft ear, the roughcft pride difarra. 

Oh, aid thy poctefs, great Queen of Love, 
Aufpicious to my growing paffion prove ! 
Fortune was cruel to my tender age, 
And ftill purfucs with unrelenting rage. 

* Andromeda, 

T4 ^^ 
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Of parents, whilft a child, I was bereft, 
To the wide world an helplefs orphan left : 
My brother in a ftrumpet's vile embrace 
LaviihM a large edate to buy diigrace. 
And doom'd to trafiick on the niain is toft» 
Winning with danger what with fhame he oft. 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His condu£b, and was careful of his fame ; 
And then (as if the woes I bore befide 
Were yet too light) my little daughter dy'd. 
But after all thefe pangs of forrow paft, 
A worfe came on, for Phaon came at laft ! 
No gems, nor rich embroider'd filks, I wear ; 
Ko more in artful curls I comb my hair ; 
ifo golden threads the wavy locks inwrcath, 
Nor Syrian oils diffufive odours breathe : 
Why fhould I putfuch gay allurements on. 
Now he, the darling of my foul, is gone ? 
Soft is my breaft, and keen the killing dact. 
And he who gave the wound deferves my heart ; 
My fate is fix*d, forfure the fates decreed 
That he (hould wound, and Sappho's bofom bleed. 
By the fmoothblandiftiments of veife betray 'd^ 
In vain I call my reafon to my aid ; 
The Mufe is faithlefs to the fair at beft, 
But fatal in a love-fick lady's breaft. 

Yet is it ft range lo fvvect a youth ihould dart 
Flames fo refiftlefs to a woman's heart ? 
Him had Aurora feen, he foon had fciz'd 
Uer foul, andCcphalus no more* had pleas'd : 

'* ^ Chafte 
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Chafte Cynthia, did fhe once behold his charms, ' 
For Phaon's would forfake Endymion's arms ; 
Venus would bear him to her bower above, 
But there Ihe^dreads a rival in his love. 

fair perfeftion thou, nor youth, nor boy, 
Fix'd in the bright meridian point for joy ! 
Come, on my panting breaft thy head recline, 
Thy love I alk not, only fuflfer mine ; 
While this I aik (but a(k. I fear in vain) 
See how my falling tears the letter ftain. 

At leaft, why would you not vouchfafe to (hew 
A kind regret, and fay, ** My dear, adieu !" 
Nor paning kifs I gave, nor tender tear. 
My ruin flew on fwifter wings than fear : 
My wrongs, ^oo fafely treafur'd in my mind, 
Are all the pledges Phaon left behind ; 
Kor could I make my lafl deiire to tliee. 
Sometimes to caft a pitying thought on me. 
But, gods ! when firft the killing news I hcard^ 
What pale amazement in my looks appear'd ! 
A while o'erwhelm'd with unexpe£led woe. 
My tongue forbore to fpeak, my eyes to flow. 
But when my fenfe was wakcn'd to defpair, 

1 beat my tender breaft, and tore my hair : 

As a .diftraftcd mother weeps forloni, • 

When to the grave her fondling babe is borne. 
Meanwhile my cruel brother, for relief. 
With fcorn infults me, and derides my grief: 
Poor foul ! he cries, I doubt flic grows fmcerc s 
Her daughter is returned to life I fear. 

Mindleis 
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Mindlefs of fame, I to the world reveal 
The love fo long I labourM to conceal. 
Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to mei 
All day I dote, and dream all night of thee : 
Though Phaon fly to regions far remote, 
By Sleep his image to my bed is brought : ^ 
Around my neck thy fond embraces twine, 
Anon 1 think my arms incircle thine ; 
Then the warm wiflies of my foul I fpeak, 
Which from my tongue in dying murmurs break r 
Heaven* ! with thy balmy lips my lips are preft: 
And then ! ah then !— I blufii to write the reil. 
Thus in my dreams the bright ideas play 
And gild the glowing fccnes of fancy gay : 
With life alone my lingering love muft end. 
On thee my love, my life, my all depend. 

But at the dawning day my pleafurcs fleet. 
And I (too foon !) perceive the dear deceit i 
In caves- and groves I fcek to calm my grief i 
The caves and groves afford me no relief 
Frantic I rove, diforder'd with defpair, 
And to the winds unbind my fcattcr'd hair. 
I find the Shades, which to our joys were kind, 
, But my falfe Phaon there no- more I find : 
With him the caves were cooJ, the grove was green. 
But now hh abfcnce withers all the fcene : 
There weeping, I the gralTy couch furvey. 
Where fide by fide we once together lay s 
I fall where thy forfaken print appears, 
And the kind turf imfcnbes my flowing tears- 

The 
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The birds and trees to grief affiftance bring* 

Theie drop their leaves, and they forbear to fing : 

Poor Philomel, of all the quire, alone 

For mangkd Itys warbles out her moan i 

Her moan for him trills fweetly through the grove» 

While Sappho fings of ill-rcquited love. 

To this dear folitude the Naiads bring 
Their fruitful urns, to form a filver fpring r 
The trees that on the (hady margin grow 
Are green above, the banks are green below : 
Here while bipfbrrow lull'd afleep I lay. 
Thus faid the guardian nymph, or ieem'd to fay : 
Fly, Sappho, fly ; to cure this deep dcfpair. 
To the Leucadian rock in halic repair; 
High on whofe hoary top an awful fane. 
To Phoebus rear'd, furveys the fubjeft main. 
This defperate cure, of old, Deucalion try'df 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrha's pride i 
Into the waves, as holy rites require. 
Headlong he kap'd, and quench'd his bopelefs fire t 
Her frozen breaft a fudden flame fubdued. 
And ihe who fled the youth, the youth purfued* 
Like him, to give thy raging paffioa eafe. 
Precipitate thyfeif into the feas. 

This (aid, ihe di£i{^arM. I deadly wan 
Rofe up, and gu&ing tears unbonnded ran : 
I fly, ye nymphs, I fly ; though fear ai&il» 
The woman, yet the lover mult prevail. 
In death what terrors can dc£erve my care ? 
The pan|;s of deatb are gc&cler thuk dei^r. . , 

Ye 
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Ye winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my fkll» 
Your downy pinions fpread ! my weight is fmall. 
Thus refcued, to the god of verfe I 'II bow. 
Hang up my lute» and thus in(cribe my vow : 
To Pjusbus grateful Sappho gave this lute ; 
The gift did both the god and giver fuir. 

But, Phaon, why ihould I this toil endure, 
When thy retnrn would foon complete the cure ? 
Thy beauty, and its balmy power, would be 
A Phoebus and Leucadian rock to mc. 
O harder than the rock to which I go, • 
And deafer than the waves that war below ! 
Think yet, oh think ! (hall future ages tell 
That I to Phaon's fcorn a vi&im fell ? 
Or hadft thou rather fee tliis tender breaft 
Bruis'd on the clift, than clofe to Phaon*s preft > 
This breaft, which, fill'd with bright poetic fire. 
You made me once believe you did admire } 
O could it now fupply me with addrefs 
To plead my caufe, and court thee with fuccefs ! 
But mighty woes my genius quite control. 
And damp the rifmg vigour of my foul : 
No more, ye Lefbian nymphs, defire a fong. 
Mute is my voice, my lute is all unilrung. 
My Phaon*s fled, who made my fancy fhine, 
(Ah ! yet' I fcarce forbiar to call him — mine.) 
Phaon is fled ! but bring the youth again, 
Infpiring ardors will revive my vein. 
But why, alas ! this unavailing prayer ? 
Vain are my vows, and fleet with .commoa.air : 



My 
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My vows the winds difperfe, and make their fport, 
But ne'er will waft him to the Leibian port. 

Yet if you purpofe to return, 'tis wrong 
To let your miftrefs languifh here fo long : 
Venus for your fair voyage will compofe 
The fea, for from the fea the goddefs rofe : 
Cupid, aflifted with propitious gales, 
Will hand the rudder, and dire<^ the fails. 
But, if relentlefs to my prayer you prove. 
If ttill, unkind without a caufe, youMl rove. 
And ne'er to Sappho's longing eyes reftore 
That objedty which her hourly vows implore; 
*Twill be compailion now t' avow your hate 5 
Write, and confirm the rigour of my fate ] 
Then, fteel'd with refolution by defpair. 
For cure I *11 to the kinder feas repair : 
That laft relief for love-fick minds I'll try > 
Phcebus may grant what Phaon could deny. 



ADVER. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

^ H £ ancieatt have left us little farther account o 
Phaon,: tfa«n tiiat be was an old mariner^ whon 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, whom 
Sappho> and {everal other Leibian ladies, fell paiRonately 
in love with} and therefore I thought it might be 
pardonable to vary the circiunftances of his ftory, 
and to add what I thought pr<^r in the following 
cpilUe. 

PHAONTO SAPPHO, 

T Soon pcrceiv'd from whence your letter came, 
"■• Before I faw it fign*d with Sappho's name ; 
Such tender thoughts in fuch a flowing verft. 
Did Phcebus to the flying nymph rehearfc ; 
Yet Fate was deaf to all his powerful charms. 
And tore the beauteous Daphne from his arms ! 

With fuch concern your paffion I furvey. 
As when I view a veflTel tofs'd at fea j 
I beg each friendly power the ftorm may ccafe^ 
And every warring wave be lull'd in peace. 
What can I more than wifli ? for who can free 
The wretched from the woe the gods decree ^ 
With generous pity I *ll repay your flame ; 
Pky ! *tis what deftrves a ibfter name : 

Which 
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Which yet, I fear, of equal ufc would piord 
To footh a tempefty as abate your love. 

How can my art your fierce diieafc fubdue f 
I want, alas ! a greater cure than you : 
Benumb'd in death the cold phylkian lies. 
While for his help the feveriih patiimt crks : 
Call me not cruel » but reproach my fate. 
And, liflening while my woes I here rekte»« 
Let your foft boibm heave with tender iigfas. 
Let melting forrow languifli in your eyes ; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conftrain'd to roue, 
Whofe crime and puniftment is flighted lovei 
Fix'd for his guilt, to every corotag age,. 
A monument of Cydierea*s lage. 

At Melca born^ my race unknown to fame^ 
With oars I ply'd ; Colymbus was my jiame ; 
A name that from the diving birds I bore. 
Which feek their fiihy food along the ihart^ 
One fummer^eve in port I left my fail. 
And with my parcncrs fought a neighbouring vale i 
What timf the rani nymphs repair'd to pay 
Their floral honours to the Queen of May. 
At firft their various charms my choice confufe. 
For what is choice where each is fit to chuie ? 
But love or fate at letngth my bofom fir'd 
With a bright maid in myrtk-green attir'd ; 
A^lhepherdeft fhe was, and on the lawn 
Sate to the (etting-fun from dewy dawn { 
Yet hirer than the nymphs who guanl the (heama 
la pearly caves* and Ikwa the burning beamsv 

J whiipcr 
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I whifper lore ; Ihe flies ; I fiill poriue. 

To prefs her to the joy (he never knew : 

And while I (peak the virgin Uudics fynad 

Her daoiaik beauty widi a wanner red. 

I vow*d unfliaken faith, invoking loud 

Venus, t' atteft the folemn foith I vow'd ; 

Invoking all the radiant limits above, 

(But moft 4eiamp that lights the rcakn of love) 

No more to ^uide me with their friendly rays, 

But leave my ihip to peri (h on the leas. 

If the dear obarmer ever chanc*d fo find 

My heart iijiloy^, or my look unkind. 

A maid will li&en when her lover iwcars. 
And think his faith more real than her fean. 
The careful (hepherdefs fecur'd her flocks 
From the devomjngwolf, and wily fox. 
Yet fell herfelf an. undefended prey 
To one more cruel and more falfe than they. 
The nuptial joys we there confumroate fiwn. 
Safe in the friendly (ilence of the moon ; 
And till the birds proclaimed the daiKning day^ 
Beneath a fhade of flowers in traniport lay : 
I rofe, and foftly ftghing, view'd her o'er ; 
How chang'4) I thought, from what flie was before ? 
Yet ftill repeated (eager to be gone) 
My former pledges, y/hh a fiiinter tone. 
And promib'd quick return s the-penfive fair 
Went with rcludlance to her f eccy care 5 
While X refolv'd tp quit my native flioie, 
Never to fee tiie latc-lov'd Malea more. 

Frcih 
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Frelh on the waves the morning breezes play. 
To bear my veflel and my vows away :. 
With proiperous fpeed I fly before the wind, 
And leave the length of Lelbos all behind : 
Far diftant from my Malean love at lall, 
(Secure with twenty leagues between us call) 
I furl my fails, and on the Sigrian Ihore, 
Adopting that my feat, the veflel moor. 
Sigrium, from whofe aerial height I fpy 
The diftant fields that bore imperial Troy, 
Which, ftill accurs'd for Helen's broken vow. 
Procure thin crops, ungrateful to the plow. 
I gaze, revolving in my guilty mind j 
What future vengeance will my falfehood find, 
When kings, and empires, no forgivenefs gain'd 
For violated rites, and faith prophan'd ! 

Sea-faring on that coaft I led my life, 
A commoner of love, without a wife ; 
Content with cafual joys : and vainly thought 
Venus forgave the perjur'd, or forgot. 
And now my fixtieth year began to flied 
An undift.nguifli'd winter o'er my head ; 
When, bent for Tenedos, a country dame 
(I thought her Rich) for fpeedy paflage came* 
A palfy fliook her limbs ; a (hriverd ikin 
But ill concfalM the (keleton within ; 
A monument of Time : With equal grace 
Her garb had poverty to fuit her face. 
Extorting firft my price, I fpread my fail, 
And Heer my courfe before a merry gale ; 

U Whick 
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Which haply turnM her tatrer'd veil afide, 
When in her lap a golden vafe I fpy'd ; 
Ground fb rich with orient gems enchas'd, 
A flamy luftre o'er the gold they caft. 
With eager eyes I view the tempting bane. 
And failing now fecure amid the main. 
With felon force I feize the feeming crone. 
To plunge her in, and make the prize my own. 
To Venus ftrait ilie changed divine to view ! 
The laughing Loves around their mother flew; 
Who, circled with a pomp of Graces, ftood. 
Such as ibe firft afcendcd from the flood. 
I bow*d, ador*d— With terror in her voice. 
Thy violence ((he cry'd) Ihall win the prize : 
Renew thy wrinkled form, be young and fair; 
But (bon thy heart fliall own the purchafe dear. 
Kor is revenge forgot, though long delay'd> 
For vows attefted in the Malean Ihade— 
Wrapt in a purple cloud, Ihc cut the Ikies, 
And looking down, Itill threatened with her eyes. 

My fear at length difpcird (the fight of gold 
Can make an avaricious coward bold) 
I feiz'd the glittering fpoil, in hope to find 
A cafe fo rich with richer treafures lin'd. 
The lid removM, the vacant fpace inclos'd 
An cfTcncc, with celeftial art composed ; 
Which cures old age, and makes the (lirivel'd check 
Blulhy as Bacchus, and as Hebe fleek ; 
Strength to the nerves the ne6br*d fweets fupply. 
And eagle-radiance to the faded eye. 

Nor 



PHAON TO SAPPHO. 191 

Nor fliarp dileafe, nor want, nor age have power 
T' invade that vigour, and that bloom deflower. 

Th' effe6t I found ; for, when return 'd to land. 
Some drops I fprinkled on my fun-burnt hand; 
Where'er they fell, furprizing to the fight, 
The freckled brown imbib'd a milky white : 
So look the panther's varied fides j and fo 
The pheafaat's wing, bedropt with flakes of fnow. 
I wet the whole, the fame t:eleftiai hue 
Tinclur'd the whole -j msander'd o'er with blue. 
Struck with ajnazement here, I paufe a fpace 5 
I^ext with the liquid fweets anoint ray face : 
My neck and hoary locks I then bedew, 
And in the waves my changing vifage view. 
Strait with my charms the watry mirror g-lows, 
Thofe fatal charms that ruin'd your repofe ! 
Still doubting, up I ftart, and fear to find 
Some young Adonis gazing o'er behind. 
My wafte, and all my limbs, I laft befmear'd, 
And foon a glolFy youth o'er all appear'd. 

Long wrapt in fiient wonder, on the ftrand, 
I like a ftatue of Apollo ftand : 
Like his, with oval grace my front is fpread ; 
Like his, my lips and cheeks are rofy red ; 
Like hi« my limbs are fhap'd ; in every part 
So juft, they mock the fculptor's mimic aiT : 
And golden curls adown my fhoulder's flow ; 
Kor wants there ought, except the Ivre and bow. 
Rcftor'd to youth, triumpant I repair 
To couit; to captivate th* admiring fair: 

U 2 ^ My 
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My faultlefs form the Lefbian nymphs adore ? 
Avow their flames, weep, figh, proteft, implore. 
There feel I firft the penance of my fin ; 
All fpring without, and winter all within ! 
From me the fenfe of gay defire is fled, 
And all their charms are cordial to the dead. 
Or if within my brcaft there chance to r4fe 
The fwcct remembrance of the genial joys $ 
Sudden it leaves mc, like a tranfient gleam 
That gilds the furface of a freezing ftream. 
Meantime with various pangs my heart is torn, 
Hate drives with Pity, Shame contends with Scorn r 
Confus'd with grief, I quit the court, to range 
In favage wilds j and curfe my penal change. 
The phoenix fo, reftorM with rich perfumes, 
Difplays the florid pride of ail his plumes j 
Then flies to live amid th' Arabian grove. 
In barren folitude, a foe to love. 
But, in the calm rcccfs of woods and plains. 
The viper Envy revcl'd in my veins ; 
And ever when the male carefs'd his bride. 
Sighing with rage, I turn'd my eyes afide. 
In river, mead, and grove, fuch objefts rofe, 
T' avenge the goddefs, and awake my woes a 
Fifli, beaft, and bird, in river, mead, and grovCj 
Blefs'd and rever*d the blifsful powers of Xx>ve. 

What can I do for eafe ? O, whither fly ? 
Refume my fatal form, ye gods, I cry : 
XVither this beauteous bloom^ fo tempting gay ; 
And let me live transform'd to weak, and gray ! 

Br 
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By change pf clime my fbrrows to beguile, 
I leave for Sicily my native iile : 
Vain hope ! for who can leave himfelf behind j 
And live a thoughtlefs exile from the mind ? 
Arriving there, amidft a flowery plain 
That joined the Ihore, I view'd a virgin-train ; 
"Who in foft ditties fung of Acis' flame. 
And fl:rew'd with annual wreaths his amber ftrcam. 
Me foon they faw, and, flr'd with pious joy. 
He comes, the god-like Acis comes, they cry : 
Fair pride of Neptune's court ! indulge our prayer 5 
Approach, you 've now no Polyplieme to fear : 
Accept our rites : to bind thy brow, we bring 
Thefe earyefl: honours of the rofy fpring : 
So may thy Galatea ftillbc kind. 
As we thy fmiling power propitious find ! 
But if--(they read their error in my blulh ; 
For (hame, and rage, and fcorn, alternate fiulh) 
But if of earthy race, yet kinder prove ; 
Rcfufe all other rites, but thole of Love. 
That hated word new-ftabs my rankling wound,; 
Like^ ftuck deer I ftartle at the found : 
Thence to the woods with furious fpeed repair. 
And leave them all abandonM to defpair. 

So, frighted by the fwains, to reach the brake 
Glides from a funny bank the glittering fnake : 
And whilft, reviv'd in youth, his wavy train 
Floats in large fpires, and burns along the plain j 
He darts malignance from his fcorn ful eye. 
And the young flpwers with livid hiffcs die. 

U J L«t 
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Let my fad fate your faft cothpaffion mov2, 
Convinc'd that Phaon would, but cannot love : 
To torture anddiftra6t my foul, are join'd 
Unfading youth, and impotence^of mind. 
The white and red that flatter on my ikin, 
Hide hell ; the grinning Furies howl within ; 
Pride, Eiivy, Rage, and Hate inhabit there, 
And the black child of Guilt, extreme Defpair : 
Nor of lefs terror to the perjui'd prove 
The frowns of Venus, than the bolts of Jove, 

When Oi-pheus in the woods began to play, 
Sooth'd with his airs the leopards round him lay r 
Their glaring eyes with leffen'd fury burn'd ; 
But when the lyre was mute, their rage returned : 
So would thy Mufe and lute a while controul 
My woes, and tune the difcord of my foul : 
In fweet fufpence each favage thought reftrain'd ; 
And then, the love I never felt I feign'd. 
O Sappho, now tliat Mufe and lute employ ; 
Invoke the golden goddels from the (ky : 
From the Leucadian rock ne'er hope redrefs ; 
In love, Apollo boafts no fure fuccefs : 
Let him prefide o'er oracles and arts ; 
Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearts. 
O, let the warbled hymn* delight her ear? 
Can flie when Sappho fmgs refufe to hear ? 
Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pain, 
While flowers and burning gums perfume her fane, 

* Alluding to her Ode to Venus. 

And 
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And when, defcending ^o the plaintive found. 
She comes confels'd with all her Graces round ; 
O, plead my caufe ! in that aufpicious hour. 
Propitiate with thy vows the vengeful power. 
Nor ccafe thy fuit, till with a fmiling air 
She cries, I give ir.y Phaon to thy prayer : 
And, from his ciime abfolv'd, with all his charms 
He long fhall live, and die in Sappho's arms.— 
Then fwift, and gentle as her gentleft dove, 
1*11 feek thy brealt, and equal all thy love ; 
Hymen Ihall clap his purple wings, and ipread 
InceflTant raptures o'er the nuptial bed. 
And while in pomp at Cytherea's (ferine, 
With choral fong and dance, our vows we join ; 
Ker flaming altar with religious fear 
I'll touch, and proftrate on the marble, fwear 
That zeal and love for ever (hall divide 
My heart, between tlie goddefs and the bride. 

A TALE, 

Devifed in the plcfaunt Manere of 
GENTIL MAISTER JEOFFREY CHAUCEK. 

TTT" Hylom in Kent there dwelt a clerke, 

^ ^ Who wyth grete cheer, and litil werke, 
Upfwalen was with venerc : 
For meagre Lent ue recked he, 

U 4 Ne 
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Ne fainfts daies had in rcmembraunce. 

Mo will had he to daliaunce. 

To ferchen out a bellamie, 

He had a iharp and licorous eie ; 

But it wold bett abide a ^eke, 

Or onion, than the fight of Greke r 

Wherefore, God yeve him fhame, Boccace 

Serv'd him for Bafil and Ignace, 

His vermeil cheke that flion wyth mirth. 

Spake him the blitheft priell on yearth : 

At chyrch, to Ihew his lillied bond. 

Full fetoufly he prank'd his bond j 

Sleke weren his flaxen locks ykempt. 

And Ifaac Wever was he nempt. 

Thilke clcrke, echaufed in the groyne. 

For a young damofcll did pyne, 

Bbm in Eaft-Cheap j who, by my fay, 

ypert was as a popinjay : 

Ke wit ne wordes did (he waunt, 

Wele cond (he many a romaunt j 

Ore mufcadine,- or fpiced ale, 

Shecarrold foote as nightingale : 

And for the nonce couth rowle her eyne^ 

Withouten fpeche J a fpeciall figne 

She lack'd fomdele of what ech dame 

Holds dere as life, yet dredes to name : 

So was eftfoons by Ifaac won, 

To blifsfulconfummation. 

Here mought I now tcllen the feftes, 
! Who yave the bryde, how bibb'd tlie gh^to ; 
I • 5 , . B« 
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But withouten fuch gawdes, I trow 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 
Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's fong> 
A tale (hold never be too longj 
And fikerly in fayre Englond 
None bett doeth taling underftond. 

She now, algates full fad to chaunge 
The citee for her hulbond's graunge, 
To Kent mote j for (he wele did knowe 
*Twas vaine ayenft the ftreme to rowe. 
Sa wend they on one fteed yfere, 
Ech cleping toder life and dere ; - 
Heven fliilde hem fro myne Bromley hoft, 
Or many a groat theyr meel woll coft. 

Deem next ye maiftrefs Wever fene 
Yclad in fable bombafine ; 
The frankeleins wyves accoft her blythe, 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe j 
And yeve honour parochiall 
In pew, and eke at feftivall. 
\Vorfchip and wealth her hufbond hath ; 
Ne poor in aught, fave werks and faith : 
Kepes bull, bore, ftallion, to dilpence 
Large pennorths of benevolence. 
His heme y crammed was, and flore 
Of poultrie cackled at the dore ; 
His wyf grete joie to fede hem toke> 
And was aftonied at the cockej 
That, in his portaunce debonair. 
On evcrich henn beilow'd a ihare 

Of 
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Of plefaunce, yet no genitours 

She faw, to thrill his paramours : 

Ofrfithes fhe mokel mus'd theron, 

Yet nift (he howgates it was don. 
One night, ere they to deepen went. 

Her Ifaac in licr arms (he hent. 

As was her ufage ; and did faic, 

Of charitc I mote thee praie, 

To techen myne unconnyng wit 

One thing it comprehendeth niet : 

And maie the foul fiend harrow thee. 

If in myne queft thou falfen me. 
Our Chaunticlere loves everich hen, 

Ne fewer kepes our yerd than ten j 

Yet romps he ore beth grete and fmall> 

Ne ken I what he fwinks wythall. 

But on ech \cg a \vepon is, 
Yperfent, and full ftarke I wys ; 

Doth he with hem at Pertelote play ? 
In footh thercs werk inough for tway, 
Qd, Ifaac, certes by Sainft Poule, 
Myne lief thou art a fimple foulej, 
Foules fro the egle to the wren, 
Bm harnefs'd othcrgife than men : 
For the males engins of d\ilite, 
Ferrc in thcyr entrails are empight j 
Els, par mirchaunce,'theyr merriment 
Emong the breers m ought fore be flient,. 
Thus woxen bote, they much avaunce 
Love of venereal jouifaunce : 

s And 
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And in one month, the trouth to (ayne, 
Swink mo than manhode in yeres twaine. 

O Deneclicitc ! qd. Ihe, 
If kcpyng hute fo kindlych be, 
Kie in thyne bowcles truls thyne gere. 
And eke the ikrippc that daungteth here. 

Kc dame, he anfwerd, mote that bene; 
For as I hope to be a dene, 
Thilkc Falftaffe-beUie rownd and big. 
Was built for corny ale and pig : 
Ne in it is a chink for thefc, 
Ne for a wheat-ftraw, and tway peafe. 

Pardie, qd. fhe, fyth thercjj nat room, 
Swete Nykin ! cliafe hem in myne woom. 

TO MR. POPE. 

AN IMITATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM IN HOMER. 

In which the poet fuppofeth Apollo to have given 
this anfwer to one who enquired who was the author 
of the Iliad, 

Hajc modulabar ego, fcripfit divinus Homerus. 

TTCrHEN Phoebus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 

^^ Of old aflfembled in the Thefpian (hades, 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
BeRts thele harps to found, and thee to hear 

Reply'd 
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Reply *d the god, Your loftieft notes employ 
To fing young Peleus, and the fall of Troy. 
The wondrous fong with rapture they rehearfe^ 
Then alk who wrought that miracle of verfe. 
He anfwcr'd with a frown : I now reveal 
I A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal. 
Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 
I warbled to the lyre that favourite tale. 
Which, unobferv'd, a wandering Greek and blind. 
Heard me repeat, and treafur'd in his mind ; 
And, fir'd with thirft of more than mortal praife. 
From me the god of wit ufurp'd the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame. 
Proud with celelHal fpoils to grace her aame : 
Yet when my arts fhall triumph in the Weft, 
A nd the White Ifle with female power is bleft, 
Fame, I forcfee^ will make reprifals there. 
And the tranflator*s palm to me transfer ; 
With lefs regret my claim I now decline. 
The world will think this Englifh Iliad mine. 
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XTTHENE'ER I wed, young Strephon cry 'd, 

^^ Ye powers that o'er the noofe prefide. 
Wit, beauty, wealth, good-humour give. 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 
But if all thcfe no nymph can fhare. 
Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair. 

Thus 




THE PLATONIC StELL. soi 

Thus prayM the fwain in heat of blood, 
Whilft nigh celeftiai Cupid flood j 
Andy tapping him, faid, Youth be wife. 
And let a child for once advife. 
A faultless make, a mahag'd wit. 
Humour and riches, rarely meet : 
But if a beauty you'd obtain, 
Court fome bright Phyllis of the bAin 5 
The dear idea long enjoy, 
Clean is the blifs, and ne'er will cloy. 

But trull me, youth, for I 'm fincere. 
And know the ladies to a hair; 
Howe'er fmall poets whine upon it. 
In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet. 
Their beauty 's but a Ipell, to bring 
A lover to th* enchanted ring. 
E'er the fack-poflet is digefted, 
Qr half of Hymen's taper wafted. 
The winning air, the wanton trip. 
The radiant eye, the velvet lip. 
From which you fragrant kifles ftole. 
And feem'd to fuck her fpringing foul | 
Thefe, and the reft you doated on. 
Are naufeous, or infipid grown ; 
The fpell difTolves, the cloud is gqne, 
And SachariiTa turns to Joan. 
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MARULLUS TO NEuERA, 
IMITATED. 

ROB*D like Diana, ready for the chace, 
Her mind as fpotlefs, and as fair her face. 
Young Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawn 
To courfe th' imperial flag o'er Windlbr lawn. 
There Cupid view'd her fprcadinj^ o'er the plain. 
The firft and faireft of the rural train j 
And, by a fmall miftake, the power of love. 
Thought her the virgin-goddcfs of the grove : 
Soon aw'd with innocence, t' evade her fight 
He fled, and drop'd liis quiver in the flight : 
Though pleas'd, Ihe biufli'd ; and, with a glowing fmili - 
Purfued the god, and feizM the golden fpoil. 

The nymph, refiftlers in her native charms, 
Now reigns, poflefs'd of Cupid's dreaded arms « 
And, wing'd with lightning from her radiant eyes. 
Unerring in its Ipecd each arrow flies. 
No more his deity is held divine, 
No more we kneel at Cytherea's flirine ; 
Their various pewers, complete in Sylvia, prove 
Her title to command tlic realms of love. 
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KISSES, 

TRANSLATED FRaM SECUNDUS. 
B A S I U M I. 

TTTHEN Venus, in the fweet Idalian (hade, 
A violet couch for young Afcanius made. 
Their opening gems th' obedient rofes bow'd, 
And veil'd his beauties with a damalk cloud : 
While the bright gbddefs, with a gentle fliower 
Of ne£fcar*d dews, perfumM the blifsful bower. 

Of fight infatiate, (he devours his charms. 
Till her foft breaft rekindling ardour warms ; 
New joys tumultuous in her bofom roll, 
And all Adonis ru(heth on her foul : 
Tranfported with each dear refembling grace. 
She cries, Adonis !— fure I fee thy face ! 
Then Aoops to clafp the beauteous fonn, but fears 
He'd wake too foon, and with a figh forbears ; 
Yet, fix'd in filent rapture, ftands to gaze, 
Kiffing each flowering bud that round her plays : 
Sweird with her touch, each animated rofe 
Expands, and ftrait with warmer purple glows ; 
Where infant kifles bloom, a balmy ftore ! 
Redoubling all the blifs ihe felt before. 

Sudden her fvvans career along the ikies. 
And o'er the globe the fair celeAial flies i 

Then, 
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Then 9 as where Ceres pafsM, the teeming plaia 

Yellow'd with wavy crop*s of golden grain. 

So fruitful kifTes fell where Venus flew. 

And by the power of genial magic grew i 

A plenteous harveft ! which fhe deign'd t* impart 

To fboth an agonizing lovc-fick heart. 

All hail, ye rofeate kilTes ! who remove 
Our cares, and cool the calentures of love. 
Lo ! I your poet, in melodious lays 
Blefs your kind power, enamour'd of your praife ; • 
Lays ! form'd to lail till barbarous time invades 
The Mufes* hill, and withers all their fliades. 
Sprung from the * guardian of the Roman name. 
In Roman numbers live, fecure of fame, 

B A S I U M II. 

A S the young enamoured vine 
-^ * Round her elm delights to twine, 
As the clafping ivy throws 
Round her oak her wanton boughs, 
So clofe, expanding all thy charms. 
Fold me, my Chloris, in thy arms ! 
Clofer, my Chloris, could it be. 
Would my fond arms mcircle thee. 

The jovial friend fhall tempt in vain 
With humour, wit; and brilk champaigne $ 

* Venuj. 

Is 
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In vain fhall Nature call for ileep. 

We '11 Lovc*s eternal vigils keep : 

Thus, thus for ever let us lie, 

Diflblving in excefs of joy, 

Till fate fhall with a fingle dart 

Transfix the pair it cannot part. 

Thus join'd, we '11 fleet like Venus* doves. 

And feck the bleft Elyfian groves ; 

Where Spring in rofy triumph reigns 

Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 

There, lovers of heroic name. 

Revive their long-extinguifli'd flame, 

And o'er the fragrant vale advance 

In fhining pomp to form the dance. 

Or fing of Love and gay Defire, 
Refponfive to the warbling lyre j 
Reclining foft in blifsful bowers. 
Purpled fvveet with fpringing flowers ; 
And cover'd with a filken fliade, 
Of laurel mix'd with myrtle made : 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom. 
The muik-rofe fcents the verdant gloom ; 
Through which the whifpcring Zephyrs fly 
Softer than a virgin's figh. 

When we approach thofe bleft retreats, 
Th' aflembly ftrait will leave their feats, 
Admiring much the matchlefs pair, 
So fond the youth, the nymph fo fair I 
Daughters andmiftreflfes to Jove, 
By Homer fam'd of old for love 5 

X In 
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In homage to the Britifli Grace, 

Will give pre-eminence of place. 

Helen herfelf will foon agree 

To rife, and yield her rank to thee. 



AN EPISTLE 

T o 

THOMAS LAMBARD, ESQ:^ 

•* Omnia me tua d^eCbint ; fed maxima, maxima ciim 
'' fides in amicitia, coniilium, gravitas^ conftantia; 
** turn lepos, humanitas, literae." 

Cicero, Ep. xxvii. Lib. xi, 

QLO W though I am to wake the fleeping lyre, 
*^ Yet fhould the Mufe fome happy fong infpire. 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee, 
That favourite verfe to Lambard I decree : 
Such may the Mufe infpire, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of lafting love ! 
Meantime intent the faired plan to find. 
To form the manners, and improve the mind ; 
Me the fam'd wits of Rome and Athens pleaiCf 
By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in ea(c ; 
Whom all the rival Mufes flrive to grace 
With wreaths familiar to his lettered race. 
Now Truth !s bright charms employ my ferious thought, 
la flowing eloquence by Tully taught : 

Thea 
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Then from the fhades of Tufculum I rove, 
And ftudious wander in the Grecian grove j 
XVhile wonder and delight the foul engage 
To found the depths of Plato*s facred page j 
Where Science in atti-aflive fable lies. 
And, veil'd, the more invites her lover's eyes. 
Tranfported thence, the flowery heights I gain 
Of Pindus, and admire the warbling train, 
Whofe wings the Mufe in better ages prun'd, 
And their fweet harps to moral airs attun'd. 
As night is tedious while, in love betray'd, 
The wakeful youth expcfis the faithlefs maid ; 
As weary 'd hinds accufe the lingering fun. 
And heirs impatient wifh for twenty-one : 
So dull to Horace * did the moments glide. 
Till his free Mufe her fprightly force employed 
To combat vice, and follies to expofe, 
In eafy numbers near ally'd to prole : 
Guilt blufh'd and trembled when ihc heard him fing, 
He fmil'd reproof, and tickled with his fling. 
With fuch a graceful negligence expreft. 
Wit, thus apply 'd, will everftand the teft : 
But he, who blindly led by whimfy ftrays. 
And from grofs images would merit praife. 
When Nature fcts the nobleft flores in view, 
AfTedts to poli(h copper in Peru : 
So while the feas on barren fands are caft. 
The falaneft of tlieir waves offends the talle : 

^ Epift. z. Lib. I* 

X 1 Bttt 
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But when to heaven exhal'd, in fruitful rain 

In fragrant dews they fall, to cheer the Twain, 
Revive the fainting flowers, and fwellthe meager grain 
Be this their care, who, fiudious of renown. 

Toil up th' Aonian ftecp to reach the crown ; 

Suffice it me, that (having fpent my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) 
To fleadier rule my thoughts I now compofei 
And prize ideas clad in honcft profe. 
Old Drydcn, emulous of Casfar's praifc, 
Cover'd his baldnefs with immortal bays ; 
And Death perhaps, to fpoil poetic fport. 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine (hort : 
His ear had a more iafling itch than mine. 
For the fmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Should luft of verfc prevail, and urge the mam 
To run the trfting race the boy began, 
Mellow'd with fixty winters, you might fee 
My circle end in fecond infancy. 
I might ere )ong an awkward humour have, 
To wear my bells and coral to the grave. 
Or round my room alternate take a courfe. 
Now mcunt my hobby, then the Mufes' horfc : 
Let others wither gay, but I'd appear 
With fage decorum in my cafy cliair? 
Grave as Libauius, ilumbering o*er the laws, 
Whilil gold and party zeal decide the caufe. 

A nobler talk our riper age aflfords 
Than fcannin^ fyllabks, and weighing words. 

Tf 
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To make his hours in even meafures flow, 

Nor think feme fleet too faft, and fome too flow; 

Still equal in himfclf, and free to tafte 

The' Now, without repining at the Paft ; 

Nor the rain prelcience of the fpleen t* employ^ 

To pall the flavour of a promised joy ; 

To live tenacious of the golden mean, 

Jn all events of various fate ferene j 

With virtue ftecl'd, and fleady to furvey 

Age, death, diilafe, or want, without difmay : 

Thefe arts, my Lambard ! ufeful in their end, 

Make man to others and himfelf a friend. 

Happieft of mortals he, who, timely wife. 
In the calm walks of Truth his blogm enjoy 1 j 
With books and patrimonial plenty bleft. 
Health in his veins, and quiet in his bread ! 
Him no vahi hopes attraft, no fear appals, 
Nor the gay fervitude of courts enthrals. 
Unknowing how to malk concerted guile 
With a falfe cringe, or undermining fmile j 
His manners pure, from affe£tation free. 
And prudence fliines through clear fimplicity. 
Though no rich labours of the Perfian loom. 
Nor thenice fculptor's art, adorn his room, 
Sleep unpTOvok'd v.'ill foftly feal his eyei. 
And innocence the want of down fupplies ; 
Health tempers all his cups, and at his board 
Reigns the cheap luxury the fields afford : 
Like the great Trojao, mantled in a cloud, 
Hknicii uttieen he fees the labouring croud, 

X 3 Wheit 
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Where all induftrious to their ruin ruxiy 
Swift to purfue what mod they ought to fhua. 
Some, by the fordid third of gain control'd. 
Starve in their ftores, and cheat themfelvcs for gold, 
Preferve the precious bane with anxious care 
In vagrant luds to feed a lavifh heir : 
Others devour Ambition's glittering bait, 
To fweat in purple, and repine in ftatc 5 
Devote their powers to every wild extreme 
For the ihort pageant of a pompous dream : 
Nor can the mind to full perfe£lion bring 
The fruits it early promised in the Spring, 
But in a public fphere thofe virtues fade. 
Which open'd fair and flourifh'd in the ihade : 
So while the Night her ebon fceptre fways. 
Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant ^ displays s 
But the full day the fhort-liv'd beauties fhun. 
Elude our hopes^ and ficken at the fun. 
Fantallic joys in diftant views appear, 
And tempt the man to make the rafh career. 
Fame, Power, and Wealth, which glitter at the goalj 
Allure his eye, and fire his eager foul ; 
For thefe are eafe and Innocence reiign'd, 
For thefe he (trips ; farewell the tranquil mind f 
Headftrong he urges on till vigour fails, # 

And gray experience (but too late ! ) prevails :] 
But, in his evening, view the hoary fool. 
When the nerves llacken, and the ipirits cpol ; 

f The nurc-trce; 
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When joy and bluftiy youth forfake his face. 

Sicklied with age, and four with felf-difgrace j 

No flavour thervthe fparkling cups retain, 

Mufick is harlh, the Syren lings in vain ; 

To him what healing balm can art apply, 

Who lives difeas'd with life, and dreads to die ? 

In that laft fcece, by Fate in fables dreft^ 

Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confeft; 

Thy veftal flames diffufe celeftial light 

Through Death's dark vale, and vanquifh total night^;-. 

Lenient of anguifh, o'er the bread prevail 

When the gay toys of flattering Fortune fail. 

Such, happy Twifden ! (even be thy name 

Moum'd by the Mufe, and fair in deathlefs fame !) 

While the bright effluence of her glory ihone^ 

Were thy laft hours, and fuch I wifh my own : 

So caffia bruis'd exhales, her rich perfumes, 

And incenfe in a fragrant cloud confumps. 

Moft fpoil the boon that Nature 's pleas'd t' impwl^ 
By too muchvarnilh or by want of art j 
By folid fcience all her gifts are grac'd. 
Like gjms new polill\'d, and with gold enchased. 
Votes to th' unletter'd 'fquire-the laws allovt^ 
As Rome received di6lator& from the plow : 
But arts, addrefs, and force of genius, join. 
To make a Hanmer in the fena^e lhii>e. 
Yet on? prefiding power in every breaft, 
Receives a ftronger fan^Uon than the reft ; 
And they who ftudy and difcern it well. 
Aft unreftroJA'd,. witii9ju defig^ ^^cel^ 
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But court contempt, and err without redrefs. 
Miffing' the ma(ler*u]ent they polTefs. 
Whifton perhaps in Euclid may fuccecd, 
But (hall I truft him to reform my creed * 
In fweet aflemblage ci'ery blooming grace 
Fix Love's bright throne in Tcraminu's face. 
With which her faultlefs (hape and air agree, 
But, wanting wit, ibe ftnves to repartee ; 
And, ever prone her matchleis form to wrong. 
Left Envy ihould be dumb, ihe lends her tongue. 
By long experience D— y may, no doubt, 
Enfnare a gudgeon, or fometimes a trout ; 
Yet Dry den once exclaim'd (in partial (pitc !) 
He fifh !— Becaufe the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the Water-nymphs were kind to none 
But thofe the Mufes bathe in Helicon : 
In what far diftant age would Bclgia raife 
One happy wit to net the Britilh feas ! 
• Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor fmiles alike on all : 
Tlie Latian vales eternal verdure wear, 
And flowers fpontaneous crown the fmiling year ; 
But who manures a wild Norwegian hill. 
To raife the jafmine or the coy jonquil ? 
Who finds the peach among the favage iloes. 
Or in bleak Scythia feeks the blulhing ro(c ? 
Here golden grain waves o'er the teeming fields. 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 
High on the cliffs the Britifii oak afcends. 
Proud to furvcy the Teas her power defends i 

Her 
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Her fovereign title to the flag (he proves, 
Scornful of fofter India's fpicv groves. 

Thefe inftances, which true in faft we find. 
Apply we to the culture of the mind. 
This foil, in early youth improv'd with care. 
The feeds of gentle fcience bcft will bear; 
That with more particles of flame infpir'd. 
With glittering arms and thirft of fame is fir'd ; 
Nothing of greatnefs in a third will grow. 
But, barren as it is, 'twill bear a beau. 
If thefe from nature's genial bent depart. 
In life's dull farce to play a borrow'd pait ; 
Should the fage drefs, and flutter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball ; 
Should the rough homicide unfiieath his pen. 
And in heroics only murder men ; 
Should the foft fop forfake the lady's charms. 
To face the foe with inofFenfive arms j 
^ch would variety of a6ls aflford. 
Fit for fome new Cervantes to record. 

Whither, you cry, tends all this dry difcourfe ? 
To prove, like Hudibras, a man's no horfe. 
I look'd for iparkling lines, and fomething gay 
To frilk my fancy with -, but, footh to fay ! 
From her Apollo now the Mufe elopes. 
And trades in fyllogifms more than tropes. 
Faith, Sir, I fee you nod, but can't forbear; 
When a friend reads, in honour you mud hear : 
For all enthufiails, when the fit is ftrong, 
Indulge a volubility of tongue : 

Th«ir 
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Their fury triumphs o'er the men of phlegm, 
And, council-proof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Burgefs on his Tripod rav*d the more, 
When round him half the faints began to fnorc. 
To lead us faf? through Error's thopiy maze^ 
Reafbn exerts her pure ethereal rays ; 
But that bright daughter of eternal day 
Holds in our mortal frame a dubious ^vay. 
Though no lethargic fumes the brain inveft. 
And opiafte all her aftive powers to reft j 
Though on that magazine no fevers feize. 
To calcine all her beauteous images ; 
Yet banilh'd from the realms by right her own, 
Paffion, a blind ufurper, mounts the throne : 
Or, to known good preferring ipecious ill, 
Reafbn becomes a cully to the will : 
Thus man, pervejfely fond to roam aftray, 
Hoodwinks the guide alfign'd to Ihew the way; 
And in life's voyage like the pilot fares 
Who breaks the compafs, and contemns the ftars^ 
To fteer by n^etteors, which at random fly. 
Preluding to a tempef! in the flcy. 
Vain of his ikill, and. led by varjous viewj. 
Each to his end a different path purfiies ; 
And feldom is one wretch fo humbk known 
To think his friend's a better than his own : 
The boldeft they, who leaft partake the light, 
As game-cocks in the dark are trainM to fight. 
Nor fhame, nor ruin, can our pride dbate. 
But what became our choice we call our fate. 

vaiai»^ 
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Villain, faid Zeno to his pilfering flave, 
"What frugal Mature needs, I freely gave ; 
With thee my treafure I deposed in truft. 
What could provoke thee now to prove unjuft ? 
Sir, blame the ftars, felonious culprit cry*d : 
Wc '11 by the ftatute of the ftars be try'd. 
If their ftrong influence »\\ our a6lions urge. 
Some are foredoom 'd to ileal — and fome to fcourge : 
The beadle muft obey the Fates* decree, 
As powerful Deftiny prevailed with thee. 

This heathen logic fcemsto bear too hard 
On me, and many a harmlefs modern bard : 
The critics hence may think themfelves decreed . 

To jerk tlie wits, and rail at all they read ; 
Foes to the tribe from which they trace their clan. 
As monkies draw their pedigree from man ; 
To which (though by the breed our kind 's dilgrac'd) 
We grant fuperior elegance of tafte : 
But in their own defence the wits obferve 
That, by impulfe from heaven, they write andilarrc; . 
Their patron-planet, with refiftlefs power. 
Irradiates every poet's natal hour ; 
Engendering in his head a folar heat 
For which the college has no fure receipt, 
Elfe from their garrets would they foon withdraw. 
And leave the rats' to revel in the ftraw. 

Nothing fo much intoxicates the brain 
As Flattery's fmooth infmuating bane : 
She on th* unguarded car employs her art, 
While vain fclf-lovc unlocks the yielding heart ,• 
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And Reafon oft fubmits when both invade. 

Without aflaulted, and within betray'd. 

When Flattery's magic mifts fuffufe the %ht. 

The don is a£live, and the boor polite ; 

Her mirror Ihews pcrfe£^ion through the whole. 

And ne'er reflefts a wrinkle or a mole j 

Each chara-^er in gay confufion lies, 

And all alike are virtuous, brave, and wife : 

Kor fail her fulfome arts to fooih our piidc, 

Though praiie to venom turns if wrong api/ly'd. 

Me thus fhe whifpcrs while I write to you : 

** Draw forth a banner'd hoft in fair review ! 

** Then every Mufe invoke thy voice to raifc, 

" Arms and the man to (ing in lofty lays : 

** Whofc a£Vivc bloom heroic deeds employ, 

** Such as the Ton of Thetis * fung at Troy ; 

** When his hi^h-founding lyre his valour rais'd 

** To emulate the demi-gods he praij»'d. 

** Like him the Briton, warm at honour's call, 

** At fam*d Blaragnia quell'd the bleeding Gaul ; 

" By France the genius of the fight confcft, 

*• For which our patron faint adorns liis bread."—* 

Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 
And never any fcene of flaughter /aw, 
But thofe who fell by phyfic or the law ? 
Why is he for exploits in war renown 'd, 
Deck*d with a fbr, with bloody laurels crown 'd f 

* Iliad ix. 
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O often prov'd, and ever found finccre ! 
Too honeft is thy heart, thy ienfe too clear. 
On thele encomiums to vouchfafe a fmile. 
Which only can belong to great Argyll. 

But moft among the brethren of the bays, 
The dear enchantrefs all her charms difplays. 
In the fly commerce of alternate pi aifc. 
If, for his father's fins condemned to write, 
Some young half-feather'd poet takes a flight. 
And to my touchftone brings a puny ode, 
Which Swift, tind Pope, and Prior would explode 5 
Though every ftanza glitters thick with ftars. 
And goddcfles defcend in ivory cars : 
Is it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 
His genius looks but aukward, yet his fate 
May raife him to be premier bard of flate ; 
I therefore bribe his fuffrage to my fame. 
Revere his judgment, and applaud his flame ; 
Then cry, in fceming tranfport, while I (peak, 
'Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek ! 
He, conlcious of defert, accepts the praife, 
And courteous, with increafe the debt repays r 
^oileau 's a mufliroom if compared to me. 
And, Horace, I dilputc the palm with thee ! 
Both ravifli'd, fing Te Phccbum for fuccefs ; 
Rife fwift, ye laurels ! boy ! befpsak the prcis.— i 
Thus on imaginary praife we feed ; 
Each writes till all rcfufe to print or read : 

Froor. 
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From the records of fame condemned to pafs 
To * Brifquet's calendar, a rubrick afs. 

Few, wondrous few ! are eagle-ey'd to find 
A plain difeafe, or blemifli in the mind : 
Few can, though wifdom Ihould their health infu-re, 
Dirpaifionate and cool attend a cure. 
In youth difus'd to obey the needful rein, 
Well pleas'd a favare liberty to gain, 
We fate the kind defire of every llnfe, 
And lull our age in thoughlefs indolence : 
Yet all are Solons in their own conceit. 
Though, to fupply the vacancy of wit, 
Folly and Pride, impatient of control. 
The fifter-twins of Sloth, polTcfs the foul. 
By Knellerwere the gay Pumilio drawn. 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn : 
I fcarcely thmk his piflure would have power 
To make him fight the champions of the Tower : 
Though lions there are tolerably tame. 
And civil as the court from which they came. 
But yet, without expeiience, fenfe, or arts, 
Pumilio boafls fufficiency of parts : 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide the (late, or give the ftamp to wit : 
Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 
Kor finds he a dcfedl: of vigour there. 

♦ Brifquet, Jefter to Francis I. of France, kept a 
calendar of fools. 
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When Philomel of old elfayM to fing, 
And in his rofy progrefs hail'd the spring, 
Th' aerial f^r!i!;lVers liftening to the lays. 
By filent ecftafy confeft her praifc. 
At length, to rival her enchant! jc; note. 
The peacock drains the difcoid o\ his throat, 
In hope liis hideous flirieks wou'd grateful prove. 
But the nice audience hoot him through the grove* 
Confcious of wanted worth, and iuft difdain, 
Lowering his creft, he creeps to Juno's fane : 
To his prote61:rers there reveals the cafe ; 
And for a fweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus reply'd the radiant goddefs, known 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone : 

My favourite bird ! of all the fcather'd kind^ 
Each fpecies had peculiar gifts allign'd : 
The tdwering eagles to the realms of light 
By their ftrong pounces claim a regal right ; 
The fwan, contented with an humbler fate, 
Low on the fifhy river rows in ftate : 
Gay ftarry plumes thy length of train bedeck. 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy neck j 
But the poor nightingale, in mean attire. 
Is made chief warbler of the woodland choir. 
Thcfe various bounties were difpos'd above. 
And ratify'd th' unchanging will of Jove : 
Difbern thy talent, and his laws adore ; 
Be what thou wert defign'd, nor aim at more. 

TO 
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TO THE C^UEEN, 
ON HER MAJESTY'S BIRTH-DAY. 

■pROM this aufpicious day three kingdoms date 
•*■ The faireft favours of indulgent Fate : 
From this the months in radiant circles run, 
As ftars receive their luftrc from the fun. 

To you the fceptres of all Europe bend, 
The viftor thofe revere, and thefe the friend j 
Your (liken reins the willing nations crave, 
For *tis your lov*d prerogative to fav*. 
Mild amidft triumphs, vi^ory bellows 
Cn you renown, and freedom on your foes ; 
Obfervant of your will, the goddefs brings 
' Palms in her hand, and hcsJing in her wings. 

But, as the brighteft beams and gentlcft fhowcr* 
Were once referv'd for Eden's opening flowers ; 
So, though remoter realms your influence ihare, 
Britannia boafts to be your darling care. 
fey your great wifdom and rcfiftlefs might. 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Nature had jointl the lands ; but you alone 
Make their aflTedVions and their councils one ; 
You fpcak— the jarring principles remove. 
And, clofe combin'd, the (ifttr-nations piovc 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love. 

What 
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What power would now forbid the warrior-queen 
To wave the red-crofs banners o'er the Seine ? 
Others for titles urge thefoldier's toil, 
Or meanly (eek the foe, to (eize the fpoil ; 
But you for right your pious arms employ. 
And conquer to reftore, and not deftroy ; 
Vouchfafing audience to your fuppliant foes, 
You long to give the labouring world repofe ; 
Concurring juftice waits from you the word , 
Pleas 'd, when you fix the fcales, to iheath the fword^ 

From this propitious omen we prefage 
Unnumber'd blefiings to the coming age, 
Eftabliih'd Faith, the daughter of the ikies. 
Shall fee new temples by your bounty rife ; 
Commerce beneath the fouthern flars (hall thrive, 
Intelline feuds expire, and arts revive ; 
Safe in their (hades the Mufes (hall remain, ' 
And fing the milder glories of your reign. 

So, whilft ofiended heaven exerts its power. 
Swift fly the lightnings, loud the thunders roar. 
But, when our incenfe reconciles the ikies, 
Again the radiant beams begin to rife ; 
Soft Zephyrs gently waft the clouds away. 
And fragrant flowers perfume the dawning day; 
The groves around rejoice with echoing drains. 
And golden Plenty covers all the plains. 
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AN ODE 

To the Right Honourable 

JOHN LORD GOWER, 

WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 1716. 
I. 

0*ER Winter's long inclement f\vay.. 
At length the lufty Spring prevails j 
And, fwift to meet the fmiiing May, 
Is wafted by the weftem gales. 
Around him dance the rofy hours. 
And damafkingthe ground with flowers. 
With ambient fweets perfume the mom : 
With (hadowy verdure flourifh'd high, 
A fudden youth the groves enjoy; 
Where Philomel laments forlorn. 
11. 
By her awak'd, the woodland choir 
To hail the coming god prepares.; 
And tempts me to refume the lyre. 
Soft warbling to the vernal airs. 
Yet once more, O ye Mufes ! deign 
For me, the meaneft of your train, 
Unblam'dt* approach yourbleft retreat t 
Where Horace wantons at your fpring, 
And Pindar fweeps a bolder ftring j 
Whofe notes th' Aonian hills repeat* 
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III. 

Or if invokM, where Thamcs's fruitful tides. 
Slow through the vale in filver volumes play ; 
Now your own Phoebus o^er the month prefides;. 
Gives Love the night, and doubly gilds the day : 
Thither, indulgent to my prayer. 
Ye bright harmonious nymph repair. 
To fwell the notes I feebly raife : 
So with inipiring ardors warm'd. 
May Gower's propitious car be charm'd, 
To liften to my lays. 

I. 

Beneath the Pole on hills of ihow. 
Like Thracian Mars, th' undaunted Swede 
To dint of fword defies the foe j 
In fight unknowing to recede : 
From Volga's banks, th' imperious Czaf 
Leads forth his furry troops to war $ 
Fond of the fofter fouthem Iky : 
The Soldan gauls th* Illyrian coaft ; 
But foon the mifcreant moony hoft. 
Before the viftor-crofs ihall fly. 
IL 

But here, no clarion's flirilling note 
The Mufe's green retreat can pierce 5 
The grove, from noify camps remote. 
Is only vocal with my vcrfc : 
Here, wing'd with innocence and joy. 
Let the foft hours that o*er me flj 

Y z Drop 
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Drop freedom, health, and gay defires : 
While the bright Seine, f exalt the foul, 
With fparkling plenty crowns the bowl 5 
And wit and Social mirth infpires. 

in. 

Enamour'd of the Seine, celedial fair, 
(The blooming pride of Thetis* azure train) 
Bacchus, 'to win the nymph who caus'd his care, 
Lafli'd his fwift tigers to the Celtic plain : 
There fccrct in her fapphire cell. 
He with the Nais wont to dwell ; 
Leaving the neflar'd f calls of Jove : 
And where her maiy waters flow, 
. He gave the mantling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love, 
I. 
Shall man froih Nature's fanftion ftray, 
With blind Opinion for his guide ; 
And, rebel to her rightful fway. 
Leave all her bounties unenjoy'd ? 
Fool ! Time no change of motion knows 5 
With equal fpecd the torrent flows', 
To fwccp Fame, Power, and Wealth away : 
The p'kft is all by Death poflefsM j 
And frugal Fate that guards the ref^. 
By giving, bids him live, to-day. 

II. 
O Gower ! through all that deftin'd ipact 
What breath the powers allot to me, 
Sh^l fifig the virtues of thy race • 
United, and eomplete in thee. O fl'owir 



C flower of anicent Eagliih faithy 
Purfue th' unbeaten patrioi-pathy 
In which conBrm'd thy father &oae : 
The right hit fair example gives. 
Already frdm thy dawn receives 
A luftre equal to its own. 

ni. 

Honour's bright dome, on laftlng columns icar^d* 
Nor envy nifts» nor rolling years coalunte ; 
Loud paeans echding round the roof are hesr'd^ 
And clonds of incenfe all the 'void perfume. 
There Phdcion, Lsdius> Capel, Hyde^ 
. With Falkland feated near his fide, 
Fix'dby the Mufe the temple gxacs : 
Prophetic of thy happier fame. 
She, to rective thy radiant nanle^ 
Se^£is a whiter fp^ce. 

THE DREAM. 

imitated from PHOPE&tiuSi Book iii. Elegy iii, 

^TT O green retreats, that (hade the Muies' dreamy 
"*• My fancy lately bore me in a dream ; - 
Fir*d with ambitious- teal, tny harp I ftnmgy 
And Blenheim's field, and fam*d Ramillia fung : 
Fail by that f^ringi where Spcnfer fat of old. 
And great cj^oits in lofty numbers told« 

Y 3 Phoebtti 
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Phcebus in his Caftalian grotto laid. 
O'er which a laurel caft her filken ihade, 
Spy'd me, and haftily when firft he fpy'd. 
Thus, leaning on his golden lyre, he cry'd ? 

What ftrangc ambition has mifplac'd thee there ? 
Forbear to ling of arms, alas forbear f 
Form'd in a gentler mould, henceforth employ 
Thy pen to paint the fofter fcenes of joy. 
Thy works may thus the myrtle garland wear, 
Prefer*d to grace the toilets of the fair : • 

When their lov'd youths at night too long delay, ' 
In reading thee they 'llpafs the hours away : 
And, when they'd make their melting wilhes known. 
Repeat thy paflion to reveal their own. 
Then hade, the fafer ihallows to regain. 
Nor dare the ftormy dangers of the main. 

Ceafing with this reproof, the friendly god, 
A mofly path, but lightly beaten, ihow'd : 
A cave there was, which Nature's hand alone 
Had arch'd with greens of various kinds o'ergrown | 
With tymbrels all the vaulted roofs were grac'd. 
And earthen gods on either fide Were plac'd. 
Silenus, and the Mufes virgin-train. 
Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain : 
Elfewhere the doves of Cytherea's team. 
Were feen to fip the fweet Caftalian ftream. 

Nine lovely nymphs a feveral tafk purfucd. 
For ivy one was fent to (earch the wood j 
This to foft numbers join'd harmonious airs, 
And fragrant rofy wreaths a third prepares. 

Me 
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Me thus the bright Calliope addrefs'd , 
(Her name the brightneis of her form confefs'd) : 
The filver fwans of Venus wait to bear. 
Thee fafe in pomp along the liquid air. 
Pleas'd with thy peaceful province, ftrait recall 
Thy ralh defign to fing the wounded Gaul. 
Harfh founds the trumpet in the Mufes' grove. 
But fweet the lute, the lute is fit for love. . 
No more rehearfe the Danube's purple ftream. 
Let love for ever be the tender theme. 
And in thy verfe reveal the moving art, 
To melt an haughty nymph's relentlefs heart. 
The goddefs ceafing, to confirm me more. 
My face with hallow'd drops flie fprinkled o'er 5 
Fetch'd from the fountain, by whofe flowery fide, . 
Soft Waller fung of Sacharilfa's pride. 



To the Right Honourable the Lady 

MARGARET CAVENDISH HARLEY. 

WITH. THE POEMS OF MR. WALLER. 

T E T others boaft the nine Aonian maids, 
•■^ Infpiring ftreams, and fweet rcfounding fhades j 
Where Piioebus heard the rival bards rehearfe. 
And bade the laurels learn the lofty verfe. 
In vain ! Nor Phoebus, nor the boaftqd Nine, 
Inflame the raptur'd foul with rays divine : 
None but the fair infufe the facred fire, 
And love with vocai art informs the lyre,. 

Y 4 Whea 
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'when Waller, kindling with oceleftial rage, 
Vie\v*d the bright Harley of diat wondering age* 
His pleaiing pain he taught the lute to breathe ; 
The Graces fung, and wove hb myrtle wieath* 
In youths of patrimonial wealth poSkA, 
The praiie of fcienoe faintly warm'd his breaft : 
But, fir'd to fame by Sidney's roCy fmile^ 
Swift o'er the laureat realms he urg'd his toil. 
His Mufe, by Nature fonn'd to pleafe the hir. 
Or iing of heroes with roajeftic air, 
To melting drains attuned her yoice, and firove 
To waken, all the tender powers of love : 
More fweetly fofc her awful beauty (hone, 
Than Juno grac'd with Cythcrta's zone, 

As angels love, congenial fouls unite 
Their radiance, and refine each other's light : 
The florid and fublime, the grave and gay. 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Illumin'd thence in equal lays to bound 
Their copious fenfe, and harmonize the found ; 
With varied notes the curious ear to pleafe. 
And turn a nervous thought with artful eafe. 
Maker, and model, of melodius verfe ! 
Accept thcfe votive honors at thy hearfe. 
While I with filial awe attempt thy praiie, 
Inf ufe thy genius, and my fancy raife ! 
So, warbling o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
To Orpheus pay the fong his (hade infpircs. 

In Waller's fame, O faireft Harley 1 view 
What verdant palms ihall owe thtir birth to you. 
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To you what deathlefs chanms arc tbence decreedi 

In SacharifTa's fate vouchfafeto read. 

Secure beneath the wing of withering Time, 

Her beauties flouriih in ambrofial prime ; 

Still kindling rapture^ fee ! ihe moves in ftate ; 

Gods, nymphs, and heroes, on her triumph wait. 

Nor think the lover's praife of love's delight 

In purefl minds may Jftain the virgin-white : 

How bright, and ehaile, the poet and his themei 

So Cynthia fhines on Arethu&'sflream.) 

A fainted virtue to the fpheres may (ing 

Thofe ftrains, that ravifti'd here the martyr-king. 

Plenteous of native wit, in letterM eafe 

Politely form*d, to profit and to pleafe, 

To Fame whatever was due he gave to Fame ,• 

And, what he could not praife, forgot to name j 

Thus Eden's rofe without a thorn diiplay'd 

Her bloom, and in a fragant blufh decay 'd. 

' Such foul-attra6ling airs were fungof old. 

When bliisful years in golden circles roll'd : 

Pure from deceit, devoid of fear and ftrife. 

While love was all the penfive care of life, 

The fwains in green retreats, with flowrets crown'd, 

Taught the young groves their paflion to refound ; 

Fancy purfued the paths where beauty led. 

To pleafe the living, or deplore the dead. 

While to their warbled woe the rocks rcplyM, 

The rills remurmur'd, and the Zephyrs figh'd ; 

From death redeem'd by verfe, the vanilh'd foir 

Breath'd in a flower, or (parkled in a ftar. 

4 Bright 
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Bright as the ftars, and fragrant as the flowers 
Where Spring refides in fbftElyfian bowers ; 
While thefe the bowers adorn, and they the fpherc. 
Will SachaniTa's charms in fong appear. 
Yet, in the prefent age, her radiant name 
Muil take a dimmer interval of fame ; 
When you to full meridian luftre rife. 
With Morton's fhape, and Gloriana's eyes ; 
With Carlifle's wit, her gefture, and her mien f 
And, like feraphic Rich, with zeal ferene : 
In fweet aflemblage all their graces join*d 
To language, mode, and manners more refin'd i 
That angcl-frame, with charte attra6lion gay. 
Mild as the dove-ey'd morn awakes the May, 
Of nobleft youths will reign the public care. 
Their joy, their wilh, their wonder, and defpair. 
Par-beaming thence what bright ideas flow ! 
The fifter-arts with fudden rapture glow : 
Her Titian tints the painter-nymph refumes ; 
The canvas warm with rofeate beauty blooms :• 
Infpir'd with life by Sculpture's happy toil, 
The marble breathes, and foftens with your fmile 5 
Proud to receive the form, by fate defign*d 
The faireft model of the fairer kind. 
But hear, O hear the Mufe*s heavenly voice ! 
The waving woods and echoing vales rejoice : 
. Attend,. ye gales ! to Margaretta's praife ; 
And all ye liftening Loves record the lays ^ 
So, Philomela charms th* Idalian grove. 
When Venus, in the glowing orb of love, 

O'er 
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b'er ocean, earth, and air, extends her reign ; 
The firft, the brighteft of the ftarry train. 

What favourite youth aflign the Fates to nCcg 
In bridal pomp to lead the blooming prize ? 
Whether his father's garter'd Ihield fuftains 
Trophies, atchicv'd on Gallia's viny plains : 
Or, fmilling Peace a mingled wreath difplays. 
The Patriot's olive, and the Poet's bays : 
Adorn, ye fates ! the favourite youth aflign *d, 
With each ennobling grace of form, and mind i 
In merit make him great, as great in blood ; 
Great without pride, and amiably good 5 
His brcaft the guardian ark of heaven-bom law^ ' 
To llrike a faithlefs age with confcious awe. 
In choice of friends by manly reafon fway'd j 
Not fear'd, but honoured ,• and with love obey'd. 
In courts, and camps, in council, and retreat, 
Wife, brave, and ftudious to fupport the ftate, 
With candour firm j without ambition bold j 
No deed difcolour'd with the guilt of gold. 
That heaven may judge the choiceft blefligns due < 
And give the various good compriz'd in you«' 
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PROLOGUl 

T O 

SOUTHERNfi^S SPARTAN DAME. 

TIT HEN realms an ravag'd with invafi^ foctf 
, Each boibm wixh heroic ardour glows i 

Old chiefs, refledtiog on thek former deeds, 
Difdain to mft widi batter'd invalids ; 
Bat a6Hve in die foremoft ranks appear. 
And leave young fiuock-fac'd beaux to guard the rear* 
So, to repel the Vandals of die fiage. 
Our veteran bard refumes his tragic lag^ t 
He throws the gauntlet Otway usM to wield. 
And calls forEngliihrnen to judge the field : 
Thus arm*d, to refcue Nature from di%nLce, 
Meilieurs ! lay down your minifarels and grimace ; 
The bniwnieft youths of Troy the combat fear'di 
I When »ld Etellus in the Ms appeared. 
I Yet what avjals the cfaamfMon's giant iize, 
I When pigmies are made umpires of the prize ? 
1 Your fathers (men of (enfe, and honeft bowlers} 
I DifdainM the mummery of for^gn ^rollers : 
I By their examples would you form your taflci 
The prelent age might emulate the paft. 
We hop'd that art and genius had (ecur'd you { 
But ibon fecedous Harlequin allur'd you : 

Tli« 
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The Mufes blufli'd, to fee their friends exalting 
Thofe elegant delights of jig and vaulting > 
So charmed you were, you ceas'd awhile to dote 
On nonfenfe, gargled in an eunuch's throat : 
All pleas'd to hear the chattering monfters ipeak. 
As old wives wonder at the parfon's Greek. 
Such light ragouts and mu (brooms may be good^ 
To whet your appetites for wholfome food : 
But the bold Briton ne'er in eamefl dines 
Without fubftantial haunches and furloins. 
In wit, as well as war, they give us vigour y 
CreiTy was loft by kickihaws and foup-meagre* 
Inftead of light deferts and lufcious froth, 
Our poet treats to-night with Spartan broth ; 
To which, as well as all his former feafts. 
The ladies are the chief -invited guefts. 
Crown'd with a kind of Glaftonbury bays. 
That bloom amid the winter of his days ; 
He comes, ambitious in his green decline. 
To confecrate his wreath at beauty's ihrine. 
His Oroonoko never fail'd t* engage 
The radiant circles of the former age : 
Each bofom heav'd, all eyes were feen to flow. 
And fympathize with Ifabella's woe : 
But Fate referv'd, to crown his elder fame, 
The brighteft audience for the Spartan Dame, 
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